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Standing at the edge of the stage, Julian Bell surveyed the scene before him. Waves of people were hidden in 
the darkness, the glow of their raised phones like pinpricks in the night. They cried his name and called to him 
for "ten more songs" or "three more hours". Behind him, Julian could feel his band taking a deep breath and 


preparing themselves for that inevitable final song. 


Energy crackled through the air, rolling from the crowd to the band and back again. It ran through each and 
every person, striking like lightning and leaving them with the impression that nothing would ever feel that real 


agai n. 


Julian looked over his shoulder and nodded to his drummer, a hulking blonde man who they lovingly called 
Sasquatch. The song was counted in and they launched Break Free, a roaring piece that had the crowd singing 


along. 


For the next three minutes and forty seven seconds, Julian belonged to the crowd. He was theirs, singing the 
words that fuelled their fires and healed their pains. He sprinted from one side of the stage to the other, only 
pausing to sing and hammer at his guitar. The crowd carried the majority of the song, enjoying their moment 


in the limelight. 
And then it was over and another chapter in Aurora's touring life was over. 


Julian returned to the front of the stage and brushed the strands of sweaty hair away from his face. Still the 


crowd chanted his name, begging with him for one final song. But the clock had run out and their time was up. 


He beckoned his bandmates closer and, with their arms wrapped around one another's shoulders, they took a 
bow. The crowd roared louder, the pleading becoming almost desperate, and Julian turned to look at the side of 
the stage. In the wings was a clock with red illuminated numbers. At the beginning of the evening, the clock had 
been set with one hundred and twenty minutes of loud, sweaty fun. Now it sat at zero and Julian gave the 
crowd a whimsical smile and a small shake of his head. Aurora would return but, for the moment, all he 


wanted to do was go home. 


With one final bow, the five men exited the stage and walked through the venue's impersonal concrete 
hallways. They were handed towels and cigarettes and bottles of beer. Sasquatch jogged ahead, whooping and 
dancing as the adrenaline continued to race through his system. Beside Julian was his bass player, Nicky. Behind 
them were Aurora's other two guitar players, Ben and Glen 


Julian knew that there would be an after party and normally that was his kind of scene. He enjoyed knocking 
back a few beers while talking to the press and catching up with people that he hadn't seen for a few years. 


But this was a different night. Aurora's show had been a home town gig, played on the hallowed grounds of 
The Forum. For one night only, there was no need for a tour bus or a hotel. Instead, he got to hop in to his 


black BMW and drive the twenty miles back to his house in Topanga Canyon. 


Their dressing room was ordered chaos. The contents of road cases were spilled over a couch while a long 
table held fresh food and drinks. The lighting was low, creating a warm and relaxing atmosphere. It was a space 


that Julian wouldn't spend much time enjoying. 


He grabbed a beer from the ice bucket and began to gather his things. Clothes, toiletries, and other odds and 
ends were tossed in to a small suitcase. His larger cases, the ones that had spent the past three months on 
the road with him, would already be waiting in his car. Taking a slug of the beer, he heaved his rucksack on to 
his back and grabbed the handle of the case. He was just about to leave when John, their tour manager, 


walked in. 


Portly and with greying hair, John stood just shy of Julian's six foot one inch frame. His blue eyes were filled 
with the steely determination of someone who'd spent the past months making sure that everything went as 
smoothly as possible. 


"The LA Times want to talk to you, Jules." 


Julian paused and wiped the cool glass bottle against his forehead. His long dark hair hung in sweaty strands 
around his face. He hadn't even bothered to change out of his sticky stage clothes. All he wanted to do was to 
get home. 


"Tell them that I'll call them tomorrow," he replied. "I just want to get home, man. It's been a long couple of 


months and, well, | haven't seen Tyler in all that time.” 
The older man nodded. "That's understandable. Go home, Jules. I'll keep the hounds at bay." 


Placing a hand on John's shoulder, he smiled. "Thanks. And thank you for the past few months. We couldn't do it 


without you. I'll see you in, what? A month's time?" 
"That's right. And we do it all again." 


Laughing, he gave their tour manager a quick hug before once more grabbing the case and making for the 


door. 
‘Look after yourself, John. Don't let the bed bugs bite." 
"lIl do my best," was called after him. 


Julian loved the people that surrounded the band. They were more like a family than a group of employees, all 
of them warm and affable. With the band being far more in demand than he'd ever imagined, their ability to 
put people, whether fans, detractors, or journalists, at ease was one that he put on a pedestal. And it was his 
way of checking out whether someone would fit in with them. If they could put him at ease and make him 
laugh, then they were in The rest of their skills and abilities would fall in to place over time. 


His car was parked in the arena's underground garage. Once he'd shuffled the two larger suitcases around, he 
tossed the smaller carry-on in. The engine roared in the carnivorous space and the headlights bounced from 
the whitewashed walls. Several trucks and tour buses were parked alongside him but his eagerness to get 


home had seen him ask John to have his car brought to the venue. 


At forty-seven, Julian was feeling his age. His joints were beginning to creak and his dark hair and neatly 
trimmed beard were peppered with grey. His uniform of black jeans and a Slayer t-shirt hid the roll of his 
middle-aged paunch while his thick were decorated with fading tattoos. His was a body that looked lived in, one 
that refused to be modified to Hollywood standards. 


With the radio tuned to the local rock station, Julian began the drive through the thick, humid LA night. The 
storms were coming and, while he the rainy nights, he also wanted to pause and do something that he so 


enjoyed. 


As he wound up into the tree lined canyon, Julian kept one eye on the still-clear sky. With the city lights 
receding, the sky became clearer and the stars slightly brighter. On finding his favourite spot, Julian pulled 


over and stepped from the car. 


The air was cooler and crisper than that of the city. The trees and plants filtered away the micro-particles of 
the smog, leaving him with something that didn't feel as though he was drawing a blanket in to his lungs. 
Leaning back against the car, Julian focused on the sky above him and waited. 


He'd been watching the skies for as long as he could remember and they had never failed to disappoint. His 
band name had been born from a trip to the Arctic Circle. Seeing the Aurora Borealis dance across the sky 
had left him in awe of the universe. How tiny they were, living on a speck of dust in a solar system of just 


eight planets. 


As always, the heavens above were filled with beauty and wonder. A satellite, its presence no bigger than a 
pinhead, crept through the dark abyss. It was followed by the flare of a shooting star. Beyond that, and 


sweeping across the sky like an abandoned painting, was a swathe of stars. 


The lights eased themselves from the treeline behind him. Three white lights, that would otherwise go 
unnoticed, silently moved in a triangular formation. Julian felt the hairs on the back of his neck rise and a 


flicker of anxiety flashed through his soul. Yet he still couldn't help but smile. 


Whenever he paused, they always appeared. No matter where he was in the world, the triangle of lights was 
there, as though waiting to greet him. 


"Evening," he murmured. "Nice to see you again" 


There was no flicker of recognition from the lights as they continued on towards the coast in a silent parade 


that had played out the world over. 


Once they'd disappeared, Julian got back in to his car and, for a moment, just sat and stared at the wind shield. 
They appeared every time he took the time to look Yet he didn't know why. He'd never known why. Fear had 
always flashed through him whenever the lights made themselves known. However, years of sightings had 
taught him that there was nothing to be scared, nothing to worry about. They weren't coming to get him. 
They were just watching, as though mildly curious about his life. 


Taking a deep breath to steady himself, he started the car and continued along the winding and ill lit road. He'd 
brought the house in Topanga because the area had once been a hot bed of UFO activity. For a while, the 
crafts had disappeared, only to begin again as the years rolled by. 


Finally he pulled onto the narrow driveway that meandered up to his house. A few wrought iron gas lamps lit 


his way, their flames throwing warm light into the surrounding trees. 


The two story house, ramshackle looking house had been built in the 1950's and had been home to a string of 
musicians. With its red bricks, pointed roof, and little chimney stacks, the building looked like a real life 


incarnation of a fairy tale. 


All of the windows were ablaze with light and the dark wooden door already stood open. Julian could see a 


slender shadow standing in the doorway and an impish grin tugged at his lips. 


Tyler was eight years his junior and, up until four years ago, had been Julian's assistant. A conflict of interest, 
namely a budding relationship with Julian, had caused him to quit. Now he split his days between surfing and 
singing with his own band, a death metal outfit called Deadman's Curve. 


Julian pulled up in front of the house and shut off the engine. He sat for a moment with his hands on the 
wheel and quietly reflected over the previous three months. They'd been busy with almost non-stop shows and 
promotion for their latest album. As much as he enjoyed being on the road, a piece of his heart always 
remained at home. It was the place where he felt loved and grounded, the place he could return to when the 


wider world became too much for him to handle. 


He stepped from the car and was going to open the trunk when he was attacked. High pitched screaming 
assaulted his ears and long, slender arms wrapped around his body. Laughing, he turned and grabbed his 
boyfriend, picking him up and hugging him close. 


With his wiry body, long blonde hair, and tattoo free flesh, Tyler was the complete opposite of Julian. His blue 
eyes swam with the freedom of the sea, his hair and skin kissed by the sun. Julian gave him a long and 
lingering kiss before placing the smaller man back on his feet. 

"Missed you, baby," he murmured. 

Tyler placed a hand in the small of his back and gently rubbed. "Missed you, too. Want a hand?" 

"I'd love one." 

Together they unloaded the car and wheeled the cases inside. Julian intended to leave them at the foot of the 
stairs and deal with them come morning. While his mind was still awake, his body ached and he longed to fall in 
to his own bed. 


“There's Chinese in the fridge if you want it," Tyler said. 


Julian gave him a weary smile and wrapped an arm around his boyfriend's narrow waist. "Do you know what I'd 


like? A shower and a bed. My bed. Not a hotel bed. My bed. With you in it" 


Tyler grinned at him, his eyes sparkling with the sunniness that Julian had come to love to much. "Does that 


mean?" 


He laughed and shook his head. "Maybe not tonight. Maybe in the morning. Tonight | just want to be close to 


you. It's been three months too long." 


The house was a mish-mash of design ideas, some left over from their hippy forefathers and some of Julian's 
design. The hallway staircase swept up to the first floor. Directly above the final step was a picture window 
with a view of the canyon below. Bulb lamps were fixed at the head of the bannisters and lit the stairway with 
a gentle light. 


Often, when the world became too much to take, Julian sat himself in the window and stared out at the trees. 
For him, it was a chance to rest and allow his brain to drift off to other places. Those were the magical 
moments, the moments when every crazy and insane idea came to light. If it wasn't for those times of silence 
and solitude and of pondering on what the world held then there would be no Aurora. There would be no year 
long tours or stadium shows that were ended with explosions for fireworks. There would be no music, no 


imagination, nothing. 


The house was dotted with little things like the window at the top of the stairs. The garden was organised 
chaos with benches beneath orange trees and a tirkling fountain hidden among the bushes. There was a rarely 
used fire place in one of the communal rooms and the master bedroom had come with magnificent ceiling 
paintings of the constellations. Even though Julian could have afforded a far larger and more modern house, he 


had fallen in love with the quirks that the tiny, tucked away fairy tale house held 

He urged Tyler upstairs and followed in the younger man's wake. His body felt heavy with the weight of the 
road resting on his shoulders. Julian barely made it through taking a shower before he fell face down into his 
bed. A long, low groan rattled from between his lips. 

"This is what I've been waiting for," he mumbled from the pillow. 

Rolling on to his back, he looked up at the ceiling and spent a moment admiring the images above him before 
he turned and gazed in to Tyler's blue eyes. The blonde man never seemed to age. He was perpetually in motion 
and always full of a crazy kind of child-like energy. Tyler was never far from smiling or from cooking up a plan 
that put many of Julian's to shame. To share his life with the blonde man was an honour that Julian refused 
to take for granted. 

‘| love you and, no matter what the future brings, I'll always be here for you." 

Tyler frowned. "What's brought this on?" 

| can't tell you that | love you?" Julian smiled. 


"You can but you normally only start with the "what the future brings" stuff when you're drunk" 


Chuckling quietly, Julian kicked the blankets down and crawled beneath them. "Well, I'm saying it now. Because 


sometimes we get the feeling that there's an imbalance in the world. We see past the monotony of daily life 


and realise that the world, and everything around us, is made up of so much more. Everything is connected... 
somehow. And even though we may not be able to see the connections, we know that they're there. So I'm just 


saying that, no matter what is waiting for us, Ill be here for you." 


Tyler's face lit up as he broke in to his famous, sunny smile. He reached out and ran his fingers along Julian's 
cheek. Closing his eyes, the exhausted singer leaned in to the touch. 


"l'Il always be here for you, too. You rescued me, Jules. Did you know that?" 
He nodded and opened his eyes. "Yeah. Yeah, | did.” 
"Thanks, Julian, for everything.” 


Leaning closer, he pressed a gentle kiss to Tyler's forehead. "You're welcome. Thank you." 


The bedside light was turned down low so as not to wake the sleeping man beside him. With his arms folded 
behind his head, Julian stared at the ceiling just as he'd done so many times before. He knew each constellation 


and brush stroke and yet the attention to detail never failed to amaze him. 


At that moment, his mind wasn't focused on the house that he lived and all that adorned its walls. He'd drifted 
off into a parallel world where the answers to his questions were crystal clear and where he no longer had to 
follow clues and signs. The lights in the sky had been there for as long as he could remember. But the reason 
for their appearances was less obvious. Most people went through life not knowing why they were the subject 
of such spectacles. Julian wanted to know. He craved the truth and for the past twenty years he'd been 


digging for information. 


Sliding from the bed, he tiptoed out of the room and to his small office. Turning on the desk lamp revealed a 
room that was crammed with books and paperwork. The desk was piled with binders and print outs and, behind 
his worn, yet comfortable chair, was a bookshelf piled with books and oddities. Above the desk was a large cork 
board with seemingly endless pieces of paper and photographs tacked to it. In the single empty spot on his desk 
lay the pile of mail that had gathered during the tour. 


On top of the stack was a yellow manilla envelope which bore no return address. The New York postmark 
stated that it had been mailed just five days earlier. Unwinding the string, Julian reached inside and pulled out 
an aged piece of folded paper. He unfolded it and spread it over the desk, his eyes trying to make out the 
fading black lines. His eyes widened as they slowly began to make sense. 


The map was of Montauk in New York, a picturesque peninsula that had featured in so many pieces that he'd 
read. Objects of interest were marked on the paper and handwritten notes, also beginning to fade with age, 
were written in the margins. Picking up the envelope, he shook out a sliver of pristine white paper with a few 


words written upon it. 


Now you can finish connecting the dots 


He turned the map over and inspected its backside but there were no other instructions. Behind him, he heard 


the door creak open and he peered over his shoulder to find a sleep-heavy Tyler leaning against the door. 


"Woke up and you were gone." The blonde man crossed the small room and leaned against Julian's chair. "Stil 


chasing the lights?" 
He nodded. "You bet" 

"Twenty years, Jules, and you're still no closer to the truth. Do you think you'll ever get there?" 

Looping his arm around Tyler's narrow waist, Julian gently guided the other man in to his lap. Tyler leaned his 
back against Julian and peered down at the map. His hair was wild with sleep and his body was a dead weight 


Resting his chin on Tyler's shoulder, Julian watched as his boyfriend traced the map's lines. 


"Hopefully this is the final clue that | need," he replied. "Someone sent it, | don't know who, but they seem 
adamant that it'll connect the dots. There's only one way to know." 


"You're leaving again, aren't you?" Tyler sounded dejected. 


“There's three weeks before the tour starts again. Give me a week in New York to find out what all this is 


about and then I'm all yours. | promise." 

"What makes you think that this is what you need to discover the truth?" 

Julian paused. Tyler was right. He'd spent two decades on this path and was no closer to getting an answer. 
What he did have was binders full of letters and hard drives full of emails. But nothing that gave him a 
definitive conclusion Even the map was a long shot in the dark but it was a shot that he was willing to take. 
"You're right," he replied 


"But you have to do this, right?" 


"Right." He wrapped his arms around Tyler and pulled the smaller man close. "And | promise that I'll be back in 


a week." 
Tyler leaned in to him and Julian pressed a kiss to the other man's head. 
| know you will,” he replied. "I just worry." 


Julian hugged him closer, savouring the moment of having his man close. "I know you do and l'll keep in touch. | 


promise. I'll call every day. Postcards. Letters. You got it. | would take you with me but-" 
"You need to do this alone. | understand" 


Julian sighed and held the smaller man as tightly as possible. Leaving Tyler broke his heart every time but 
being on tour was completely different to tracking down the potential monsters that silently swept through his 
nights. The touring world was a safe little bubble, one that Tyler could come and go from with relative safety. 
There he had everything at his disposal from security to personal drivers to locked off hotels. Chasing lights in 
the sky was a whole other kettle of fish. 


"| do," Julian softly replied. "I do need to do this alone. But | will come home, just as | always do. l'm never going 


to leave you behind" 
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Compared to his office, the kitchen was an oasis of calm. Modern and wood burning stoves were nestled side 
by side and an array of pans hung over the rustic farmhouse table. More large windows allowed the tiled 


room to be flooded with the abundance of natural light that the canyon received. 


Over breakfast, Julian booked both a flight to New York and a week long rental on an RV. There would be no 


hotels. Instead he'd stay where he was visiting in order to soak up as much information as possible. 
"So, Montauk." 


Julian peered over his laptop and to Tyler. The other man toyed with his coffee cup, his plate of pancakes long 


since finished. 


"Is an area made famous by what supposedly happened there," Julian began "The experiments that reportedly 
were conducted were linked to the Philadelphia Experiment as well as UFOs and time travel. It's a dark place and 


apparently abandoned. But we'll see." 


A wave of apprehension swept over him and Julian looked at the confirmation emails. He could cancel his 
bookings and stay at home with Tyler. He could also spend the rest of his life thinking "What if?". Montauk was 
the beginning of a new road, one that would hopefully lead him to discovering exactly what had been going on in 
his life. 


"And you're hoping that Montauk will hold some kind of undiscovered key to your story?" Tyler asked. 


Julian nodded and closed the lid of his laptop. Pushing it to one side, he rested his elbows on the table and 
cradled his coffee in his hands. 


"As we said last night, | hope so, yes. And I'm fortunate enough to be in a position where | can go and chase 


these mythical beasts without too much thought: 
Tyler grinned. "And it's the without too much thought that | worry about" 


Julian laughed and took a drink before looking back to his better half. "And thats why | love you. Because you 
worry while | run headlong in to crazy ideas before coming back with my tail between my legs. Hopefully it 


won't happen this time." 
"Yeah, | still remember the time you asked me to get hold of twenty thousand packets of Life Savers. Tyler's 
grin lit up his face. "You were insistent that the crowd wouldn't throw them at you. "Our fans are too nice, 


Tyler. They wouldn't do that." | loved proving you wrong that night." 


The laughter made his ribs ache and Julian rested his head against the table as he tried to regain his breath. 


"Man, that was an incredible evening. It might have been fifteen years ago but think I've still got the bruises. 


Yeah, remind me never to pull that one again Next time we'll go for something softer." 
‘Gummy Bears or something like that?" 


Regaining his composure, Julian pushed himself upright and looked at the blonde man across the table. Tyler's 
eyes sparkled with mischief and his smile was still in place. There was nothing that neither of them would do 


for the other, up to and including taking a barrage of Life Savers to the groin to prove the other man wrong. 


"If life with you has taught me anything," Tyler began, "it's that you'll run into something headlong regardless 
of what the outcome may be. And | also know that, as much as | want to come with you on every exotic 


adventure that you take, sometimes you just need To go and do things by yourself” 


Julian felt himself fill with a loving warmth for the other man. Getting to his feet, he rounded the table and 


wrapped his arms around Tyler. 


"I am so lucky," he said. "So, so lucky and | thank you for putting up with every crazy idea that | come up 
with." 


The younger man looked up at him, blue eyes still filled with the wonder that Julian remembered from so 


many years before. 


"Hey, life wouldn't be so interesting if you weren't around," Tyler softly replied. "Now go and repack your bags 
because | believe that there's some lights waiting for you in New York" 


The airport was as busy as it always was. Cars came and went and photographers hounded the doors, waiting 
for anyone who looked mildly famous or interesting to make their way towards the terminal. They surged 


forward at the sight of Julian Bell, causing a flurry of other passengers to angrily dive out of their way. 


For a few moments, Julian gave them what they wanted, one hand resting on his suitcase and the other in the 
small of Tyler's back He always made sure to include Tyler in photographs, not in a way that marked his 
territory but so that his partner felt included in his life. Even if that did mean smiling for the occasional 


paparazzi. 


Once he was able to tear them away from the photographers, Julian headed in to the terminal with Tyler and 
his cases in tow. He kept his head down as he fought against the Sunday crowds. People were coming and going, 


returning from weekends away or heading in ready for work on Monday. 


He fought his way to the check in desk and only once he'd joined the end of the line did Tyler place a hand on 


his shoulder. 


"Will you calm down, please? | know you don't like fighting with crowds but you'll be through it all soon" 

Julian took a deep breath and willed himself to relax. He spent so much time in the homogenised bubble of 
touring that dealing with a lot of people could become a burden There were times when a quiet reminder was 
needed to pull him back to the present. 

They moved along the line in silence until Julian was able to place his ticket and identification on the desk. The 
uniformed woman behind the counter took everything and checked them over. Her name tag read "Cherie" and 
she glanced at Julian's driver's license before handing it back. 

"Did you pack everything yourself?" she asked. 

"| did." 

"How many pieces of checked luggage do you have?" 

"Two." 

He placed them on the scales for her and watched as she attached labels and sent them on their way. 

"Have a safe journey, Mr Bell.” 


He gave her a tight smile. "I will. Thank you." 


Stepping away from the counter, he breathed a sigh of relief. His watch told him that he had two hours 
before his flight. He looked at Tyler and reached for the blonde man's hand. 


"Want to grab a coffee before | run away again?" 


Tyler squeezed his fingers. "I'd love to." 


Julian bid farewell to Tyler at the security checkpoint. While leaving was hard, he knew that both of them 
needed a break from one another. They loved each other dearly but had his boisterous energy was enough to 
drive Tyler up the wall after a few days. On the road, that energy dissipated on the stage. At home, it was 
bottled up within four walls and, at some point, the blonde man would have pushed Julian out of the door to 


either go on tour or convene with nature. So a week apart really was nothing. 


He stopped as he passed through the body scanner and turned to take a final look at Tyler. The blonde man 
was leaning against the barrier and gave Julian a smile and a wave. With an almost heavy heart, Julian 


returned them before making his way in to the terminal. 


The crowds had thinned a little and Julian was free to do as he pleased He wandered in to the bookstore and 
made straight for the paranormal section A quick scan of the titles revealed that he'd read most of them. 
Resting his carry on luggage on the floor, Julian crouched down and inspected the lower shelves. That was 
where the books that he'd never considered were normally hiding. His eyes wandered over the titles until he 


came to one that he'd never seen before. 
Tales from the Time Tunnels: Life in the Montauk Project 


Julian took the book from the shelf and flipped it over. He quickly scanned the back cover before standing and 
making his way to the desk. A young man rang up the book and slipped it in to a paper bag before handing it 
back. 


"Interested in those kinds of things?" he asked 

Julian nodded. "You could say that, yes" 

"Me too. There's things out there that... can't be explained” 

He smiled gently and tucked the book into his rucksack. "Indeed there are. Have a great day 


While he didn't particularly like being trapped in crowds, airports fascinated Julian. They were clean, sterile 
buildings that somehow managed to shuttle millions of people to different destinations. Everything moved with 
speed and efficiency through a seemingly complex maze of tunnels and terminals. And yet, where there should 


have been chaos, there was none. 


Sitting at gate thirty-three, Julian watched as people came and went. He could see another plane arriving and 
the people that were waiting to board were already on their feet in anticipation. For several minutes, nothing 
happened. It was only after a brief pause that a river of people began to wind from the plane and in to the 


terminal. 


Eventually his own flight was called and, with the glassy-eyed look of a frequent traveller, Julian joined the line 
to board. 


New York was just as busy and as hectic as LA. He managed to fight his way out of the airport and to the 
line of yellow cabs. Hauling his suitcases in to the trunk, Julian had the driver take him to the rental yard. 


Brock's RVs was based out on Long Island, about halfway between Newark and Montauk. The yard held a 


pristine collection of large vehicles and Julian cast his eye over all of them as he made his way to the office. 


The small cabin was just as well kept as the yard was and Julian found himself meeting the burly, yet affable, 


Brock. The man's hands were as big as dinner plates and his smile was as wide as the freeway. 


"Julian Bell. Good to see you. You're here for a pick up, right?" 

Julian nodded. "I am indeed. | believe | reserved a forty foot?" 

"You did. Got you a beaut, too." Brock turned away from him in order to reach in to a locked cabinet of keys. 
He took out a set and placed them on the desk before collecting a pile of paperwork from the printer. "One 


week of freewheelin’ around Long Island and New York Any particular reason for that?" 


Julian shook his head and sat at the desk. Picking up the papers, he began to look over them. "No. | just needed 


to get away from it all. I've got three weeks before we go back on tour and | wanted some space to myself." 


The big man seated himself back across from Julian. The chair creaked beneath his immense size. "Don't you 


spend a lot of time in these things?" 
"Not really. We mostly fly between cities these days and have vans pick us up at either end. Sometimes, if the 
distances are shorter, we'll all pile on buses. But we don't live on them any more." He peered over the papers 


and smiled. "Not like the old days." 


Brock gave a raspy chuckle. "Ah, the old days. Back when we were kids, right? Say, I'm being awfully rude. Do 


you want a coffee?" 

Julian's smile widened. "I'd love one, thanks." 

With that, Brock was gone again, the chair groaning as he stood. The man's heavy footsteps echoed through 
the wooden building and a moment later there was the sound of coffee being poured. Julian took a deep breath 
as a mug of thick, tar-like coffee was placed before him. The aircraft stuff didn't cut it and Starbucks hardly 
made a dent in his daily caffeine needs. 

"So I've heard some of your stuff,” Brock began. 

‘Oh, yeah? What did you think?" 


"Really liked it. My kids love you guys. Think you're like their version of the Rolling Stones or something." 


At that, Julian laughed. Picking up a pen, he began to sign his life away. Everything from insurance, to mileage, 
to road safety. Brock had all of it covered. 


"Tell them | say hi," he replied, "and that we'll take the Rolling Stones comment as a compliment.” He paused 
before picking up one of Brock's business cards. He scribbled a note on the back of it and stuffed it in his 


wallet. "When we're back over this way, I'll give you a call. Get you guys to a show." 


It was Brock's turn for his face to light up. Red touched his cheeks and sweat tickled along his receding hairline. 


"They'd love that. Thanks!" 


Julian took a sip of his coffee and nodded. "No worries. Got to say thank you to the guy who's going to keep 


me on the road." 


The RV was, as Brock had said, beautiful. The exterior was painted with a swirling design of red and cream 
while the cab had a deep driver's seat and more gadgets than Julian was sure he'd use. The main area of the 


RV could sleep three people and came with a full kitchen and dining area as well as couches for him to crash 


out on and watch TV. 


Not that anyone else would be joining him. He'd hired because of the space and because he enjoyed the feeling 
of being higher up. Being able to see over and around other traffic was a bonus, especially in cities that he 
wasn't familiar with. 


The drive to Montauk would take him nearly two hours but the roads were clear and the scenery was enough 
to take his mind off of what lay ahead. There was far more greenery than in LA and Julian was reminded of 
how much he missed seeing seasons. Not having the cold bite of winter or the warm evenings of fall had 
turned him in to someone who spent their days grinding away at their work. Living in LA had its bonuses; 
unlimited sun, endless beaches, and a house that most people would be jealous of. But there was something 


about taking a walk in the warm summer rain that was perfect for soothing the soul. 


Eventually the towns began to give way to swathes of land. Beyond them was the sea. Shutting off the air 
conditioning, Julian wound down the window and welcomed in the salty air. It tickled over his cheeks and 
whispered beneath his hair, its presence invigorating him. Behind him, the sun was beginning to set and it was 


with great reluctance that he pulled in to the RV park at Montauk Point. 


With the sky painted in a myriad of reds and golds, Julian stepped from the RV and looked out over the ocean. 
The wind whipped his hair around his face and the evening was already starting to cool. There was an eerie 

feeling to the area, one of desolation and abandonment, almost as if the tiny town and its lighthouse were the 
last points at the end of the world. In truth, a handful of islands and the curling bicep of Massachusetts stood 


between him and the next inhabited piece of land somewhere across the sea 


Julian paid his fees and hooked the RV up to the electrics and sewage. The sun had disappeared, leaving the 
inky trails of night to take over. Hunkering down in the RV, he cooked himself a simple meal of meat and 
vegetables. He sat at the table and pulled out his new book. As with whenever he travelled, he'd barely touched 
it while on the plane, preferring to look out of the window. It was only when he was on solid ground that Julian 


found that he could lose himself with the written word. 


Tales from the Time Tunnels: Life in the Montauk Project wasn't quite what he'd been expecting. Rather than 


lumbering forty page chapters of technical details, the book was made up of short observations and collections 
of the author's own thoughts. It seemed as though, at some point, the author had been involved in the Project 
although the book didn't make clear for how long. He'd certainly seen various things, some of them too 


fantastical for even Julian to believe. 


He was just pushing his plate, and the book, away when his phone rang. Julian smiled as Tyler's photo flashed 


across the phone's screen. 
"Hey! How's life back across the country?" 
"Humid as hell," Tyler replied. "There's storms on the way. How are you? How's - where are you again?" 


"Montauk, New York. And those storms have been brewing for a couple of days. Make sure everything's bolted 


down and put away. And make sure you have enough food and water just in case of a landslide." 

"Geez, you wouldn't have thought that I'd lived out here my entire life or anything," Tyler dryly said. 

Julian laughed and pulled his feet up on to the bench seat. Tyler was California born and bred while he'd been 
bought up in Seattle. When he'd moved to California as a naive, young musician, Julian had thought that one 


day he'd end up back in Seattle. How wrong he'd been. 


"And Montauk's beautiful," he replied. "Windswept and right by the ocean. Inland is where all the rich people go 
for their vacations. But out here, at the point, it feels like the end of the world." 


"How come we don't go out there for vacations?" 

"Because | don't like hanging out with other rich people, that's why. Most of these are born in to it rather 
than busting their ass to make it. And what's wrong with our vacations? | thought you liked Seattle and 
Hawaii?" 

"Hawaii, yes. Seattle.. Yeah, | could pass on that one," Tyler joked. 

It was good to hear Tyler's voice and to soak, for a moment, in his often dry sense of humour. Julian pushed 
himself from beneath the table and made his way outside. The night was clear and cool and the winds were 


beginning to pick up. Other than a small motorhome, he was the only person there. 


Leaning back against the RV, Julian looked at the sky as he continued to talk. "We'll have to come out here at 


some point. | think you'd like the wilderness.” 
"We'll have to go in summer. You know | don't do well when there's the threat of snow." 


Julian smiled to himself as his eyes scanned over the stars above him. "We can do that. The flight was goo-" 


He paused and took a step away from the RV. Craning his neck back as far as he could, Julian searched for 
something. He was sure that, from the corner of his eye, he'd seen a flicker of light. 


Tyler suddenly sounded worried. "Jules?" 

"Yeah, I'm still here. Thought | saw- And there we are. Evening, guys. Took you long enough." 

“They're back?" 

"Tyler, they never leave." 

Julian watched as the three lights came together in their signature triangular formation. As slow as the 
coming of spring, they began their trek across the sky. There was no sound, just the silent march through the 
night. 

Julian had stopped fearing them. He'd been seeing them for so many years that he felt as though they no 
longer posed a threat to him. Tyler, on the other hand, was a completely different kettle of fish. He'd only seen 
the lights on a handful of occasions and they still terrified him. It wasn't unusual for Julian to appear alone at 
any events that happened after dark lest his celestial visitors decided to pay a visit. 

"Why are you so scared of them, Ty?" Julian asked. 

"Because | don't know what they are. Because they might be dangerous." 

"Have they ever landed and attacked you?" 

"No." 

Julian took another step away from the RV and continued to track the triangle of lights. "In that case there's 
nothing to worry about. Heck, we don't even know if they're extraterrestrial or not. They could be from Earth 
for all we know." 


"But why would they keep following you?" 


"That's what I'm here to find out. Hopefully.” 


With his final destination just over a mile from where he was camped, Julian decided against unhooking the RV 
and driving. It was a beautiful morning with not a trace of cloud in the sky. Loading a rucksack with water and 
snacks, he began to walk back along the highway. A few cars passed him and each of the drivers gave him a 


friendly wave. When he found the road that was marked on the map, he turned left and began to follow it. The 


tarmac was cracked and worn in places and the atmosphere felt heavier than normal. There was something in 


the air that crackled and hummed, snapping around him in violent waves. It was almost as though someone, or 


something, didn't want him to be there. 


Julian paused several times to take in the thick clumps of trees and the blue sky above him. Living in the city, 
he didn't seem them very often and breathing air that was free from the thick layer of smog was a blessing 

in itself. The morning was still young and the air had yet to heat up to the super-humid climate that he was 

used to. Mist still trickled amongst the trees and across the road, adding to the feeling that something wasn't 
far behind him. That something was watching his every move. 


Eventually, he rounded the final corner and found himself facing the X that was marked on his map. The 
AN/FPS-35 radar towered over the area, its dish creaking angrily in the breeze. Abandoned since the early 


1180's, the radar had become a focal point for local pilots and fishermen as well as a conspiracy theory. 
Julian stood and stared up at the rusting edifice. A chain link fence separated him from the area directly 


beneath it and for good reason. The building, as well as the radar, were old and weathered by the elements. 
The echoing grind of metal only added to the oppressive air that hung over the area. 


"Julian?" 


The voice was barely there, whispering through the trees. The sound made him stiffen and pull his shoulders 
back as he listened. 


"Julian?" 
Holding his hair from his face, Julian turned and looked at the line of trees. He could feel the hairs on the back 
of his neck rise as he peered in to the misty gloom. From the shadows, a figure appeared and slowly made its 


way toward him. Julian felt his muscles tighten as he prepared to run. As the sun melted the darkness from 


the person, Julian began to relax. 

A man with short, combed back red hair and thick-framed glasses stopped beside him. He was a head or so 
shorter than Julian and probably several years younger. Already his face looked worn in with lines around his 
eyes and a few flecks of grey in his neatly trimmed beard. 


He held his hand out to Julian. "Dan." 


"You already know my name." Julian shook the other man's hand. "Did you have to creep up on me like that? 


And how the fuck did you know that | was out here?" 


"I sent you the map," Dan replied. "And | had someone watching LAX. They saw you leave yesterday on a flight 


for Newark. So | figured that you were coming out here." 


Julian felt a ripple of a shiver sneak along his spine. "Yeah, because that's not stalkerish at all." 


"Stalkerish or not, you need help translating that map. There's very little detail on it for good reason 
He raised an eyebrow and looked down in to Dan's dark eyes. "So how did you come across this map?" 


It was my grandfather's." Dan turned and looked at the building's before them, his eye sweeping up and over 


the radar tower. "He used to work here, during the Project" 


If Julian's eyebrow could have gone any higher than it would have. Pulling the rucksack from his shoulders, he 
fumbled around for the map as Dan continued to speak. 


"He left it to me before he died with the promise to pass it on to someone who needed it." 
"And how did you know that person would be me?" 


Dan's attention returned to him, his eyes heavy behind his glasses. He looked as though he'd endured a lot. 


Been through, or seen something, that someone his age shouldn't have experienced. 


"Because you've talked about the lights, Julian | saw your show last year and you do that song, the one about 
sitting on a mountain road and watching as the lights slide silently overhead. Then you talked about them a 
little and how you've seen them since you were a child. | believe that | was lead to go to your show to hear 
that. It was in that moment that | knew that you were the person who needed the map. You need to learn 


more about the lights." 


A smile twitched Julian's lips and he unfolded the map. The faded lines looked stronger in the bright sunlight 
and the notes seemed to make a little more sense. The first time that he'd read them, the words seemed 
indecipherable. Gas lines, motor room, chair storage, and electrical supply area had felt like clues to a puzzle that 
he'd never solve. Yet standing beside him was probably the one person who could answer every question that 


he had, especially why he'd been brought to Montauk to start his journey. 
"So where do we start?" he asked. 
"In there.” 


Julian followed Dan's gaze to the grey building that towered over them. To him, a normal guy off the street, it 
looked empty and closed up. Windows and doors had been sealed with concrete and loops of chain. To someone 


like Dan, the building was a haven of unanswered questions. 


He followed the younger man through a gap in the fence, the torn shards of wire snagging at his clothes. 
Julian could feel the air changing around them, the atmosphere thickening with the threat of nightmarish ideas. 
Something had happened within the building, something that even the darkest mind couldn't imagine. The door at 
the base of the tower was rusted with age and closed with several locks. As an extra measure, chain had been 
looped through it and in to the building's thick wall. With a quick, cautionary check over his shoulder, Dan deftly 
unlocked the door and pulled it open. The sound of metal grating against stone echoed through the obviously 


empty building behind it, setting Julian's teeth on edge and making him question exactly what he'd let himself in 
for. 


Tyler had always said that his curiosity would kill him one day. Trusting to a fault and with a childlike sense of 
naivety hanging over him, Julian would follow people in to the blackest holes if they were leading him to the 
answers that he wished for. His quest for the truth behind the lights had lead him to shady areas in South 
American cities, dusty bookshops in Berlin and unnamed clubs in Russia. Tyler despaired of his antics and 
seemed to be waiting for the phone call that told him that Julian's body had been dredged from some desert 


riverbed. 


Beyond the door was a dank, dark tunnel. Wide enough for several people to walk down, it appeared to 
transverse with another tunnel in order to allow vehicles to come and go from another unseen part of the 


building. Julian could hear water dripping in the distance. Behind them the door creaked with the gentle breeze. 
"Come on," Dan murmured. "You've got nothing to be scared of" 
"| wouldn't say that. This place looks pretty abandoned." 


In the narrow strip of sunlight that the propped-open door allowed, Dan turned and smiled at him. "Never trust 
everything that you see, Julian” 


Dan pulled a flashlight from his bag and turned it on to the dark tunnel before them. The door slammed shut 
and Julian tried to calm his nerves. He was placing his life in to Dan's hands and hoping that the younger man 
wasn't leading him towards an untimely death. He felt so close to discovering the truth that to expire now 


would be a waste of so many years of research. 

Julian knew how lucky he was. His money and status allowed him to disappear in to the wilderness for days on 
end and to approach agencies that would otherwise be restricted to the every day person on the street. He 
felt like he had a duty to find answers for everyone who had ever asked, "Are we alone in the universe?". 
The tunnel smelled of age and abandonment, a thick, musty smell that was tinged with stagnant water. Around 
him, the shadows seemed to move, seeping from the walls and towards his feet before quickly retreating. 


Everything in Julian was telling him to run. Once more his curiosity was getting the better of him. 


They walked in silence for several minutes before rounding a corner. What stood before Julian caused him to 


stop. 


The area was brightly lit and, set in to a wall, was an elevator. It looked modern compared to the rest of the 


building and the chrome doors smoothly slid open as they approached. 
Dan threw him a knowing smile. "Facial recognition" 


Julian raised an eyebrow. "The building knows you?" 


"The organisation does. They're allowing me to continue my grandfather's work." 


Despite the already cool climate of the tunnel, Julian felt a chill settle over his shoulders. Dan had mentioned 
that his grandfather had worked for the Project and Julian had assumed that it had been in some low level 


position Yet Dan's connections seemed to go far deeper than Julian had originally assumed. 
The elevator was swift and silent and Julian watched as the LED numbers dropped from /to -3. 
Sub-level 3. 


The doors opened and Julian found himself standing on a brightly lit and sterile-clean corridor. White tiles 
stretched in to the distance and the only sound was the whisper of air conditioning. Dan looked far older, the 
secrets that he carried with him weighing him down. 


" Dan?" 


The younger man nodded but didn't look at Julian Instead, he lifted his head and stared straight ahead of 


himself. 
"This way," he murmured. 


Julian followed in the other man's wake. They walked in silence, their footsteps echoed along the empty 


corridor. 
Needing to break the silence, Julian finally asked, "What's down here?" 


"You're reading the books, right? There's all manner of things down here, including the equipment that 
activates the time tunnel. That's where we're heading as it'll help you to get a better idea about these lights 
and why they're visiting you." 


The corridor was punctuated by blacked out windows and metal doors, all of which Julian suspected were 


locked. He wondered what lay behind them and what secrets they were keeping from the world. 


They walked through doors that seemed to magically open whenever Dan was in close range. The windows and 
doors disappeared until they were left in a white tiled hallway. Before them stood a blast door and Dan paused 


long enough to punch a set of numbers in to a keypad. 


With a graceful ease, the door swung open to reveal a pristine white room beyond it. Julian stepped in and the 
first thing he did was to look up at the domed ceiling above him. Lit with bright lights, it stretched up in to 
the ether and the radar above it. Beneath the dome was the fabled chair that Julian had heard so much 
about. Made from varnished wood, it looked heavy and appeared to be bolted to the concrete floor. Wires ran 


from a metal helmet that hung from a hook on the back. For all intents and purposes, the chair looked more 


like an execution device than an aid to opening portals. 


Julian slowly walked around the room, his footsteps echoing as he took in the banks of computers that lined 


the circular wall. 


"Everything's been upgraded several times since the Project began" Dan's voice reverberated around the large 


room. 
Julian stopped before the chair and looked down at it. "And what exactly happens in here?" 


"The metal helmet reads your thoughts and turns them in to reality. For years there has been a story of a 
monster that was conjured in to being in this very room. Killing the power should have sent it back to where it 
came from. It remained, even when the generators were shut off" Dan paused before adding, "Some people 


claim to still see it Today." 


Those eight words sent a shiver down Julian's back and he lifted his head to see Dan smiling slyly at him. The 


younger man nodded to the chair. 


"This might be the best way to find out why you're seeing these lights. | take it others see them, too, and it's 


not just a hallucination?" 


Julian nodded. "Yeah, others see them. My partner has, as have my band and crew. Everyone who's been with 
me at night has seen them. This, however." He nodded to the chair. "This I'm not so sure of. How do | know 
that its not lying to me, or showing me something that it thinks | want to see?" 


"Who else is going to give you these answers, Julian. ‘cause the government sure as Hell aren't. And you've 
spent a long time chasing that truth. This has got to be as good as anything else, right?" 


He had to admit that Dan was right. It didn't matter how many rabbit holes that he went down or how many 
people he questioned, nothing ever lead to the evasive answer that he was looking for; why did he, and so many 


other people, see UFOs? Where did they come from? And who was piloting them? 

Besides, what did he have to lose? He suspected that he was running out of leads and those who would speak 
to him were running out of patience. Even if he didn't manage to get physical proof of the existence of the 
lights at least he could quash his own curiosity once and for all. 


"Why don't you take a seat, Julian?" Dan's voice sounded distant as it echoed around the chamber. 


Everything inside of him told him not to sit. But he'd come this far. Backing down would be a futile move and 
one that he'd regret for the rest of his life. 


Turning his back to the chair, Julian lowered himself to the varnished wooden base. His spine pressed against 


the slated upright back He happened to glance down before he placed his hands on the arms and saw 


something that took his breath away. 


Grooves wrapped around the ends of the arms and the varnish had been worn away by whatever had caused 
the jagged scratches. Julian drew ragged breaths in to his lungs as he lowered his hands and let them rest 


where so many others had gone before him. 


Leaning his head back against the chair, he closed his eyes and listened as the room began to come to life. 
Somewhere a generator rumbled to life, its thick, oily sounds vibrating through the floor. The lights 


momentarily dimmed before picking up. 
"Julian?" Dan's voice came from behind him. 
"Yeah?" he softly replied. 


| need you to listen to me carefully. The system is going through its start up process and will be ready to go 
in about five minutes. In a moment, I'm going to attach the helmet to your head. | need you to focus on the 
question that you want to ask. Really think about getting an answer. You may feel yourself falling in to a 
trance. That's fine; just allow yourself to go with it. I'm going to be here throughout the whole procedure." 


Julian nodded and opened his eyes. The dome stood high above him, the ring of lights barely touching the peak. 
Ringed beneath the lights were white crystals, their jagged points only just visible. Julian frowned. 


"What are the crystals for, Dan?" 


"They amplify the frequencies and make it easier to open the portals." There was a pause and Julian heard Dan 
step up behind him. "I'm going to put the helmet on you now. You'll feel a slight tingling across your scalp. Don't 
panic and take deep breaths for me." 


Julian closed his eyes once more and willed his body to relax. No matter how much he tried, he could feel the 
muscles in his shoulders and back tightening like wire. The cool metal was gently pressed against his head and 
Julian tried to calm his breathing as an energy tickled its way in to his hair. From behind him, Julian heard Dan 


tell him to focus on the question that he wanted answering. 


He let the words form in his mind before allowing them to roll around Where did the lights come from? Who 


did they belong to? And why had they haunted him for so many years? 


Julian felt the air begin to cool and static electricity crackled around him. A hum filled the space, the sound so 
low that he could feel it in his stomach. Julian continued to breath. He hoped that if he concentrated on that 


then the sensations of sickness that he would subside. 


His grip tightened on the chair as the motion sickness threatened to take over. The words in his brains jostled 
for safe footing. Julian felt as though he was moving, swaying, and the only thing that was holding him down 
were his fingers digging in to the hard wood. 


"Julian" Dan sounded distant, as though his voice was coming from another dimension. "Julian, take a look" 


His throat felt dry as he tried to regain his composure and it took several minutes before he could open his 


eyes. Even then the world swam around him and, unable to hold it any longer, Julian retched. 


Once he'd managed to settle down, Julian took a look at the room. Much to his disappoint, it looked exactly as it 
had done before he'd sat in the chair. Julian didn't know what he'd expected to happen but having the same 


bare walls before him wasn't a part of it. 

"There's nothing here, Dan," he murmured. 

Dan's voice came from behind him. "Look up." 

His vision shifted like a boat on water as he tilted his head back. As his vision settled, Julian laughed. 


The dome was filled with a silver lake of light. Ringed in blue, the portal was in a constant state of flux with 
ripples expanding across its surface. Hanging just below the pool of light was a triangular craft with a familiar 
pattern of lights on its base. 


"Its smaller than | thought it would be." 
"Downsizing," Dan replied. "So that it can fit in here." 


Julian eased himself to his feet and stood with his head craned back. As he did, the craft began to descend, 
appearing to be nothing more than a feather on a breeze. It finally stopped before him, its brushed black skin 
absorbing the bright lights from above. Julian stepped closer and placed a hand on the craft's surprisingly 
smooth hull. Millions of tiny black scales made up its exterior and the ones beneath his fingers shifted slightly. 


The hull sloped up from the tip before it reached the back. There appeared to be no obvious entry point nor 
any kind of windows. The only sound emitted from the craft was a barely-there hum that Julian had recalled 
hearing on a number of occasions. 

Stunned, Julian could find no way to express what had appeared before his very eyes. Sleek and dark, the craft 
encompassed everything that he'd every thought of when it came to his night lights. He merely stood with his 
hand resting against the craft. Warmth radiated beneath his fingers and the scales continued to twitch and 
shift. 

Its beautiful, isn't it?" Dan quietly asked. 


"It is." Not taking his eyes from it, Julian asked, "What else have you seen down here?" 


"All kinds of things. What lives in peoples minds and what the tunnels create are extremely complex and as 


bizarre as any story that Hollywood has told What you have before you is an object of extreme beauty, 
although | know that it has done little to answer your question” 


Julian ran a thumb over the edge of one of the scales. He could feel the slight line of where it met the craft 
beneath it. "Indeed. Although I'm now even more undecided than ever. Before | believed that these crafts were 
flown by another being. Yet this one feels as though its a living creature. The way its skin is moving almost 
makes it appear to be.. breathing." 


"Maybe it is a sentient being. Maybe it is a government creation Maybe it is from another planet. We may 


never know. But you can dig deeper, Julian, and piece the puzzle together.” 


Turning away from the craft, Julian looked to Dan. The young man was leaning on the back of the chair. He 


looked more relaxed than he had done prior to them opening the portal. 


"There are more people for you to meet." Dan stepped away from the chair and rummaged around before 
returning. He held a book out. "Take this. It's written by a man called Mark Davies. He's currently living in 
Worry, North Carolina" Dan grinned. "You really should make the trip. It's close to the Brown Mountain Lights 
and, while they've been explained as a natural phenomenon, they're still worth seeing. This is about the right 
time of the year to see them. Plus you get to see the spectacle that is fall." 


Julian reluctantly stepped away from the craft and took the book from Dan. He looked at the old, worn cover 
before flicking through the yellowing pages. 


"Thanks." 


Around them, the system was beginning to shut down. Julian saw the portal begin to weaken and his heart 
sank as the craft silently made its way back to the dome and to the place from which it had arrived. 


"We have to leave," Dan said. "I'm sorry. | know that you'd want to spend more time here but we can't, at least 
not now. Maybe another day. We've never fully explored the side effects from the equipment and the tunnels 


that they open. | wouldn't want you to be exposed to unnecessary danger.” 


‘| understand,” Julian replied. "Thank you for getting in touch and for bringing me here. You've done more in the 
past hour to answer my questions than the past thirty years of research have. | may not have a definite 


answer but | now that whatever the lights are, they're not malevolent." 


Dan smiled. "You got that feeling, too? Good. l'm glad that you're able to take that away from here. Most 
people." The younger man paused and sighed. "Most people haven't been blessed with that. Their experiences 
have left them with all kinds of issues and more questions than answers. They've seen things that they never 


wanted to see and questioned their own validity in this world. Some of them sadly aren't with us any more." 


‘I'm sorry to hear that." He reached out and placed a hand on Dan's shoulder. 


Dan's smile was tinged with sadness. "At least they're in a better place than this world" 


They parted in the early afternoon sunlight with the promise to keep in touch over the coming weeks and 
months. Making his way back to the RV, Julian enjoyed the warm breeze that preceded fall. Already the smell 
of drying leaves was drifting through the air. There were a few white clouds dancing across a perfect blue sky 
and, in the distance, Julian could hear the sea kissing the coast. After his experience beneath the radar tower, 
the world seemed to be on more of an even keel as though pieces of his lifelong puzzle were slowly slotting in 


to place. 
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Julian woke to the sound of squally rain battering the side of the RV. Winds rocked the metal motorhome and 
darkness still ebbed through the curtained windows. Amid it all, Julian was sure that he heard something other 
than the howling weather. 


"Its because you're in an unfamiliar place," he muttered to himself. 


Lying on the double bed, he listened, his hearing tuned to the tiniest change in the pitch or tone of the storm. 


The rise and fall of the howling gale seemed to mask everything, deceiving his normally acute sense of hearing. 


He yawned and rolled on to his back, unsure if he'd get back to sleep. It was too early to call Tyler and too late 
to do much else. Once he'd returned to the RV, he'd cooked dinner and settled back down to read more of Tales 
from the Time Tunnels The chapter had chronicled some of the things that had materialised due to the ongoing 


work at Camp Hero, including the monster that, according to some legends, still roamed the coastline. 


Flicking on the reading light above the bed, Julian reached for the book when the sound came again Neither 
storm, nor animal, nor human, it was a screech that chilled his blood and made his heart still. Whatever was 


out there was too close for comfort and, like a child having a nightmare, Julian pushed himself deeper in to 


the bed in the hope that whatever the sound came from wouldn't find him. 


For so many years, he'd watched the skies with the intrigue of someone who believed in alien life but only 
enough to fathom that the visitors were little more than curious bystanders. Rarely did it cross his mind that 
those who flew above him could also be walking the same ground that he did. And while he'd read enough 
encounter stories he viewed them with the simplistic excuse that so many others did. F it hasnt happened to 


me... 


The wind buffeted the RV, causing the vehicle to rock on its axles. Somewhere, out in the dead of night, the 
blood curdling sound once more echoed around his temporary home. Julian could smell the fear that seeped 
from his pores and he hoped that none of the scent was escaping through the vents. Amid the sound of the 
wind came the crackle of bracken and twigs snapping. Squeezing his eyes shut, Julian let out a pained whimper 
and pulled the blankets tighter around himself. Suddenly he was questioning his motive for chasing such a 
ludicrous story across the country. There had been no need for him to spend a week at the remote point of 
Lorg Island. He could easily have tracked Dan down and called him. Holding his breath, he let his hearing continue 


to scan the air, listening for any breaks in the wind. 


When none came, he let out the breath and opened his eyes. 


A single yellow eye peered at him through the crack in the curtains and a flaring nostril sniffed the obviously 
fear-tainted air. With a strangled scream, Julian's world crashed in to darkness. 


The sun was just peeking over the horizon when Julian fired up the RV. His need for breakfast was forgotten 
in the panicked urge to get back out on the road. Whatever he'd gone to Montauk to find wasn't there. 


He was cruising along Interstate BI and enjoying the varied. The trees were changing colour and he could see 
people out in the fields collecting the produce that would, at some point, make its ways in to his food. Traffic 
was light and the sun was bright, making it a more than pleasant day to drive down to North Carolina. 


Julian was just passing Winchester in Virginia when his radio crackled and retuned itself to a new station 
Station hopping wasn't an unusual occurrence as most of the little local stations that he preferred only had a 
limited range. Julian enjoyed hearing the different kinds of music and smiled at the almost random adverts for 
local car repairs spots or greasy-food joints that he'd probably never eat at. 


However, it wasn't the adverts that caught his attention but the sound the female radio host talking about 


him. 


"Aurora's singer and rhythm guitarist, Julian Bell, is on the road again. But this time he's not touring his music. 
Instead he's slipped in to the role of UFO investigator in order to get to the bottom of the mysterious lights 
that have followed him since childhood. Julian has spoken candidly about the lights and now dedicates a portion 


of his time and income to trying to answer the age old question of "Are we alone in the universe?". 


The road stretched before him, the RV rumbling over the white stitching of the road markings. He sighed as 
he continued to listen to the radio. The host was now talking about other celebrities who had seen UFOs and 
was asking for people to call with their own experiences. Someone, somewhere, had tipped the station off and 
his peaceful investigation was about to be pierced by the intrusion of the outside world, 


It was true that he did speak about the lights. But he tended to keep his investigations under wraps so as not 
to spook potential witnesses. Most of them trusted him because of his status. However, his celebrity came 
with a price and any media reports tended to send the people he wanted to speak to back down their rabbit 
holes. 

From the corner of his eye, Julian saw his phone light up. He reached over and touched the screen. 

"Hi, Tyler. How you doin?" 

"VA%32Z want to speak to you," his partner replied. 


| bet they do." Julian adjusted his position in the driver's seat. His spine was beginning to feel as though it had 


turned to jelly and his backside had gone numb fifteen minutes previously. "Did you just hear their report?" 
"lm going to catch it online. | checked and that particular station upload them after each show." 


He chuckled softly. "And here was me thinking that I'd managed to score a little downtime. Look, my butts gone 
to sleep so I'm going to pull over. Are they on the other line?" 


He sounded exasperated and Julian suspected that the station had hounded Tyler in to putting them through. 
"Yep." 


The nearly-empty road was lined with nothing but grass verges and the occasional tree. Julian pulled to the 
side, shut off the engine and grabbed his phone. Sliding from the cab, he winced as his suddenly aching legs 
touched the sun drenched asphalt. 

"Okay, put ‘em through. And Tyler?" 

"Yeah?" 

"Love you," he said with a smile. 


"Love you, too." 


There was a click as Tyler hung up and the hiss of satellite static as the other call was put through. Julian 
climbed back in to the cab and put the phone onto speaker before clipping it the wind-shield mounted holder. 


"Julian Bell speaking. How can | help?" 


"Julian, this is Rhonda McCarthy from VA932. | was wondering if we could speak about your current 


investigation?" 


Starting the engine, Julian pulled back out on to the road. There wasn't another soul in sight and the road 
rumbled away beneath his wheels as roadside trees flickered past his line of sight. 


"Sure," he replied "But I'm driving so it might be quick" 

"That's okay. You're going on the air in five, four, three-" 

Julian tuned out her voice as he mentally prepared himself for the barrage of questions. He'd spent years 
perfecting a media-friendly image and he plastered on a smile as he readied himself. The road continued to 


disappear, the white markings flicking beneath him like ticker tape in the wind. 


A moment later and Rhonda's voice, now more formal, made a reappearance. "This is Rhonda McCarthy on 


VA%3Z. | have Julian Bell from Grammy award-winning rock band Aurora on the line. Good afternoon, Julian" 


Julian made sure that his smile was wide so that the happiness of speaking with the media could be heard 


over the airwaves. "Good afternoon, Rhonda. Thank you for having me on" 


"You're welcome. Now, as | understand, you're currently on a one man mission to get to the bottom of the UFO 


mysteries." 
"| am" 
"And you're in an RV somewhere out in West Virginia?" 


Julian rolled his eyes. He really hadn't wanted his position and mode of transport broadcasting. He decided to 
turn the segment to his favour. 


"| am," he replied. "I've seen these lights my whole life and I'd love to know what they are. Others have seen 
them, too, so | know that they're not just a hallucination One of the things that | don't have, despite their 
appearances over the years, is hard evidence. | don't have photographs or any kind of physical signs that they 
are real. And answers aren't very forthcoming from anyone. | think that, as a global family, we deserve to 


know what's going on in our skies." 


Above the RV the sun shore brightly. Julian raised a hand to his eyes to shield himself from the bright light. 
And it was then that he saw it. 


His lights rarely appeared outside of darkness. Despite it being several fields away and several thousand feet 
above him, the triangle kept pace with the RV, giving him the opportunity to take a good look. With no other 
traffic on the road, Julian pulled over and reached into the door compartment for the camera that he kept 


there. Keeping Rhonda talking, he slid from his seat and across to the passenger side. 


The craft did what he'd suspected it would do and came to a halt. Silhouetted against the blue sky, the triangle 
was more magnificent than Julian had ever suspected he would be. He stared in amazement at its size; his 


rough estimation had it at larger than a city block. 
Rhonda's voice continued to fill the RV's cabin. "And this happens every night?" 
"Every night without fail," he replied. "It doesn't matter where | am in the world, they always appear." 


He felt no fear as he wound down the window and aimed the small camera at the sky. He'd waited so long for 


this moment and now he had it right before him. 
"What do you hope to achieve from your trip?" she asked. 


"While it's highly unlikely that I'l find out exactly what they are, I'd love to get some clue. If | don't get that, 


then meeting others who've experienced the same that | have is as good a pay off as any. | realised that l'm 


blessed to be where | am in life and that my position gives me the time and resources to chase what some 


people would believe to be fairy tales or conspiracy theories. One day | hope to be able to prove them wrong" 


Julian sat back and listened to Rhonda talk about his life, career, and very public fascination with the sky. While 
her words were kind and complimentary, his attention was on the tiny screen in his hands. He flicked through 
the photos and marvelled at the craft that hovered just mere feet from him. Never had he seen such a 
spectacle and Julian suspected that he would never see it again To have the craft so close felt as though it 
was a sign that all that he was doing would be worth it in the end. 


The last flecks of sunlight were just visible on the horizon as Julian pushed through Marion. His intentions 
were to sweep up onto the Blue Ridge Parkway and the Green Mountain Overlook before making his way down 
to Morganton. Part of him wished that he'd saved his UFO chasing escapades for the following day. His brain 
ached and his spine felt as though it had melted in to his body. 


From the corner of his eye, Julian watched as his manager's name scrolled across the screen of his phone. He 


let out a low groan before reaching out to answer it. 
"Hey, John." 

"You told me that you were on vacation, Jules." 

Julian grinned to himself. "I am on vacation From you." 
"Where are you?" 


He didn't like the sound of his manager's voice so decided that the best option was to be truthful. "Chasing 
lights on the East Coast." 


"| remember the last time that you did this, Jules. If | remember rightly, we had to come and haul you out of 
a hole in Mexico two days before a tour started. Do you absolutely promise that you'll be back before this 


tour starts again?" 


Julian sighed and kept his eyes on the road as he tried to keep the frustration at bay. On one hand, his 
celebrity was a blessing in that it allowed him to suddenly disappear for weeks on end without having to okay it 
with a managerial figure. On the other hand, it was a hindrance as his value meant that his safety and well- 
being came before anything else, up to and including his personal freedom. If John had his own way, Julian 
would live out his days in a windowless subterranean cell surrounded by security cameras. Julian was worth 
money and John made every effort to remind him of that. 


"| promise," he replied. "And it wasn't Mexico. It was Brazil." 


"Brazil. Mexico. Both south of the border." 


Julian raised an eyebrow at John's casual racism but said nothing. Their bulky manager wasn't always known 
for his tact and certainly wasn't a gentle guy. His lengthening years also placed him in a generation that didn't 


care who they offended. 


"Look, Jules, you pay me to keep an eye on you. I'm doing a piss poor job if you decide to just up and leave 


without felling anyone. 
"| told Tyler," he countered. "He's the only one who needs to know" 
"Three weeks before a tour, Julian?" 

He knew he was in trouble when John used his full name. 

"Hl be back, John. Don't worry: 


| do worry. That's the problem." The tension in his manager's voice was obvious and Julian could hardly blame 
him. He'd done some stupid things in his time and left their paid-for watcher to clean them all up. "You're 


known for getting into extraterrestrial scrapes and | doubt that Mexico-" 

"Brazil." 

"And | doubt that Brazil was the last time. You're a lucky cat, Jules. Just don't go and run out of lives." 
With that, Julian wished his manager a good night and hung up. 


John was right; Julian was running out of lives. Brazil had been one escape that he hadn't needed. For years, 
stories had abounded about UFOs in the Chapada Diamantina National Park. Julian had seen the shaky cell phone 
footage and blurry photographs and the need to investigate had been too strong to ignore. He'd travelled to 
Brazil with just a rucksack of clothes and supplies and made his way into the beautiful park. In his urgency to 
get there, he hadn't done his research and, before long, the weather had set in. It was only a brief flash of 
cell service that had saved his life and, with twenty four hours to spare before they travelled to Europe, 
Julian's damp and dirty ass had been deposited back at LAX. 


So yes, he knew why John was worried But Julian had taken the warnings on the chin knowing that, at some 
point, he'd end up ignoring them. And travelling towards Morganton was the exact moment that he decided to 
forget about everything that John had ever told him. 


He wound the RV up and along the darkened Blue Ridge Parkway. The trees were like shadowed skeletons, all 
standing to attention as though waiting for his arrival while the RV's powerful lights picked out the late 
summer fora that dotted the side of the road. Overhead, the sky was cloudless with stars dotted across the 
inky black night. With no other vehicles on the road, Julian felt as though he was the last man alive. 


Swinging into the lay-by, Julian killed the engine and stared out over the darkened view. Tree lined mountains 
rolled away as far as the eye could see. Wisps of mist clung to the slopes, lit by the lights of distant dwellings. 
It all looked peaceful and serene and a million miles away from the madness of his constant recording and 


touring life. 


Sitting on the little wooden sign that declared that he was at Green Mountain Overlook, Julian just stared. 
Rarely did he get the a chance to trek in to the mountains and take in the wonders of Mother Nature. Some 
days he barely saw his own house, a building that he'd bought specifically for its remote location away from 
the glitzy throngs of Los Angeles. 


Life had always been like that. Ever since childhood, Julian had loved the energy of being om a crowd of people. 
But, after a few hours, he'd slink away and recharge his batteries in the quiet of his room. His parents had 


allowed it, never forcing him to be social or solitary. 


Once he'd hit stadium stardom, Julian had had to learn how to balance his time. Too much in the company of 

others and he'd go crazy. Too much time alone and he'd become a hermit. But he was in demand and everyone 
wanted him to play their city or attend their event. In the beginning, that's exactly what Julian had done. He'd 

jumped through everyone's hoops in order to please them. When the burn out had finally hit, Tyler had been 

the asset that Julian had never known that he'd needed. 


Taking his phone from his pocket, he snapped a photo and sent it to Tyler. With the last of the sun's rays just 
tickling the horizon, the photo would make a beautiful addition to his other travel photos. A moment later and 
his phone chirruped with a reply from Tyler. 


Looks amazing. Are you staying there tonight? 
Julian quickly typed a reply. No RV parking so got a reservation at a nearby park 


Their conversation went back and forth for a few more minutes before something caught Julian's eye. Telling 
Tyler that he'd call later, Julian pocketed the phone and looked at the darkened, undulating mountains. 


Two balls of light, both bright white in colour, slowly bobbed along the mountain line. They'd long since been 
explained as natural gasses yet they still appeared to be under some form of intelligent control. Julian could 
feel the hairs in the nap of his neck begin to rise. For the first time in his life he was seeing lights that 
weren't connected to his own. There was something something ethereal and other worldly about them. Natural 


they may have been yet they still seemed to come from the deepest recesses of the universe. 
Without taking his eyes from the sky, Julian reached for his phone. The lights almost appeared to know that 
they were being filmed as they danced and bobbed along the tops of the trees. Julian smiled to himself as he 


watched them, their brightly lit and twirling trails confusing the camera's sensitive mechanism. 


With several minutes of footage stored on his phone, Julian turned his attention to the darkening sky. For once, 


there was nothing to greet him and Julian felt an odd sense of loss. Maybe their bizarre daylight appearance 
had been all that they were willing to give him? He surmised that his looking for their answer to their source 
wouldn't result in their disappearance because they'd always been there no matter what he'd been doing. It was 


just odd that the lights behaviour patterns were suddenly beginning to change without warning. 


A flicker of light caught his eye as he climbed in to the cab. With one foot on the steps, Julian turned his 
eyes skyward and smiled as the familiar triangle slid through the violet sky. It paused over the mountains and 
Julian felt the breath escape his body. Coupled with the earlier sighting, the lights had new tricks in their 
playbook. Julian stepped from the RV and moved back to the edge of the overlook. 


"What's going on?" he murmured to the static craft. "What are you doing?" 


He watched as the two dots of mountain lights also paused. They hung directly beneath the craft and appeared 
to pulse before slowly beginning to rise. They stopped a few thousand feet below the craft and, for a few 


moments, the three sets of lights appeared to commune before the larger formation drifted away. 


Confused, Julian kept his eyes on the supposed swamp-lights. That's all they were meant to be. Gas released 
by the mountains which, in turn, gave the eerie appearance of UFOs. Yet he'd just witnessed the apparent 
natural phenomenon communicate with a craft that had followed him for his entire life. If that wasn't 


intelligent control then Julian didn't know what was. 


North Carolina was wilderness compared to the bustle of Los Angeles. While his current home city had places 
that he wouldn't dare step for fear of being shot, North Carolina had places that Julian wouldn't dare to visit 
for fear of never being able to find his way out. Farms were sprawling and remote and the homes that dotted 
the roads could look deserted and empty. Hiding in the thickets of trees were things that Julian never wanted 
to address, be that bootleggers or creatures that were rarely seen by human eyes. With the night wrapped 
around him like a velvety cloak, getting to the RV park had been a blessing. 


Sugar Mountain RV Park was, as the name suggested, nestled in the mountains. Swathes of trees hid one RV 
from another and the owners, who'd met him at the gate, had been friendly and welcoming. All Julian had 
wanted to do was to find a spot and hunker down for the night. And, with a storm rolling in, that's precisely 


what he was doing. 


He'd parked the RV in his designated spot and got it all hooked up. Trees arched overhead, the branches just 
scraping the metal roof. Once he'd cooked and eaten, he'd extended the awning and stretched out in a seat to 
watch as the sky became thick with clouds. Thunder rolled in the distance and the occasional flash of lightning 
seared through the darkness. Shivers ran along Julian's spine as the first drops of rain broke against the 


leaves. 


Being buried among the trees reminded him of being at home and away from the prying eyes of the media 
And, while he'd willing put himself into the media's firing line and, to a degree, actively enjoyed it, Julian had 


long ago admitted that even he needed breaks from it all. He needed to get away and reset his brain and do 
the things that he enjoyed. Because there were times when the music became stale and uninspired. And those 
were the times when he packed everything up and went hunting lights. 


Life hadn't always been stadiums and roaring guitars. Julian had come from humble beginnings in Washington 
State. His mother had been a teacher and his father had worked in the then fledgling aviation industries. Life 
had, at times, been hard for them. Money had sometimes been in short supply and Julian had been left to 
amuse himself. It had been on those long winter nights when he'd first started to discover that maybe he was 


a little different from the other kids. 


He could still remember it as vividly as if it had happened only the night before. He'd been sitting in the rocking 
chair on the veranda of their small house with a glass of juice and one of his school books in his lap. The night 
had been chilled with the beginnings of winter and the sky had been as clear as a bell. The stars had just been 
visible beyond the orange glow of the sodium street lamps. Julian couldn't remember why but he'd felt the 


need to look up and study the night sky. He'd placed the tatty book to one side and stood up, walking to the 
railing at the edge of the house and looking up. 


Amid the light from the street and the faint pin pricks of stars he'd seen something that had taken him years 
to describe. Three lights that looked nothing like aircraft from the nearby airport had hung in the sky. Two red 
and one blue, the lights had been formed in to a triangle and, for several minutes, they didn't do a thing. Julian 


had been fascinated by them and, even then, had felt no fear. 


Eventually the three lights had slowly floated across the sky and disappeared over the rise of mountains. 
Julian had seen them every night for a month before they faded from his memory. He didn't think about them 
again until he left Seattle for Los Angeles. 


He'd never told his parents about the lights. His mother would probably never have believed him while his 
father, fascinated by anything that flew, would possibly have sat and watched them with him. They only found 
out once he began talking about them while out on the road. His father had lived long enough to see them 
before he'd passed away from cancer. For Julian, having his secret come out to his family had been a relief 
and allowed him to move on with his life. Not everyone wanted their nearest and dearest to know that they 


were at the centre of some kind of UFO visitation. 


The rain continued to pour around the RV, the streams of drops lit by the hurricane lamp at his feet. With 
shivers tickle his spine, Julian pulled a blanket from the back of the chair and wrapped it around his shoulders. 
He'd always loved the sound of the rain and how it relaxed his brain. It allowed him to slow down and to gather 
his thoughts. Rain in LA was much like snow in Seattle; no one did much of anything when it happened and so 
rain days were the perfect times for him to stop and take a breath. 


Leaning back, Julian closed his eyes and inhaled the clean forest air. It felt crisp and wonderful as it filled his 
lungs. He kicked off his shoes and stuck his feet from beneath the awning, smiling softly to himself as the rain 
tickled over his toes. For a few moments he could forget about where he was and what he was doing. He could 


also forget about his responsibilities and the fact that he was supposed to be back on the road in just a few 


short days. 


When the hurricane lamp fizzled out, Julian decided that it was time to leave his blissed out state and get 
some rest. His phone's clock told him that it was coming up for midnight and the chill that was creeping in to 
the air wouldn't be playing nicely with his joints come the morning's early hours. He packed up the lamp and 


the chair and stepped back in to the RV. 


Soft light flooded the long vehicle's main interior. All of the evening's dishes had been done and stacked away. 
With its marble work surfaces and pristine floor, it really was a palace on wheels. Settling in to the large bed, 
Julian picked up the book that Dan had given him. Notes marked the margins and paragraphs were underlined in 
pencil. The book had been cheaply published as evidenced through the thin paper and occasional smudged 
printing. 


The government has long been involved with elaborate stories that are intended to keep the population entertained 
while those above them continue to create narratives that will never be seen by the public. h recent years, UFOs 


and extraterrestrial life have been used to cover up some of the worst cases of governmental incompetence. 


The book detailed ideas that Julian already knew about. They were ideas that he mostly avoided at all costs 
and, while he believed that the government were involved with UFOs somewhere along the line, he didn't believe 
that they were primarily a creation of those who ruled his country. That UFOs had been created on Earth had 


to come from somewhere and, for that, Julian always looked towards the sky. 


Morganton. 5 miles 


That single sign was all that Julian needed to see in order for him to begin to relax. The scenery was pleasant 
with swathes of greenery and houses with white picket fences. Unlike LA, the air was clear and free from the 
cloying smog that regularly hung over his home city. Julian sang softly to himself as he drove, only too happy 
to soak up the sun and the open road. 


Morganton was just like the land around it; all sweet little houses and plenty of open space. It seemed like the 
kind of place that, at some point, Julian could see himself retiring to. A place where no one cared about what 
he'd previously done and where he could kick back and enjoy his twilight years. Until then, the small town was 
just that. A place for him to meet up with a contact. 


Pulling up in front of a brick-built house, Julian took a look at the street. The grass was well looked after and 
every building, bar the one that he was before, had several cars parked on their drives. There was an air of 


wealth and of people who didn't want to be disturbed by a UFO-chasing musician 


Julian stepped from the RV and found a grey-haired man with piercing brown eyes waiting for him on the 
porch of number three-four-seven. The man leaned heavily on a cane and was smartly dressed in black pants 


and a white button down shirt. 


"You must be Julian. Dan called to let me know that you'd be stopping by." The man's voice was deep and had a 
note of authority to it. "im Mark. I've been expecting you. Welcome to Morganton. It might be small but it sure 


packs a punch." 


Julian smiled and shook the older man's hand. "Pleasure to meet you, Mark. Dan speaks highly of you and | 


appreciate you giving me the time to come and talk to you." 


Mark gave him a smile. "I've not got much else to do these days except wait for Dan to come on through. And 
I'm glad that the boy's stretching his wings. He's got a lot of useful knowledge in that head of his. Now, please, 
come on in. We don't want the neighbours talking, do we?" The grey-haired man gave him a wink before turning 


and making his way in to the house. 


The house was neat and cosy despite its large cold exterior. The rooms were filled with deep seats and 


couches and the walls were decorated with artwork depicting the local area There was no evidence of what 
Mark had done before he'd settled in Morganton. Seated in the kitchen with a mug of coffee, Julian listened as 
Mark spoke. 


"Many of these craft are being developed by governments. Deep Black projects." 
"'ve heard of them. Aurora, Blackbird, and the like." Julian took a sip of coffee. 


"Exactly. They're developed in deep level bunkers and then transported to the surface on the very hydraulic 
platforms on which they were built." 


"But where does the technology come from?" 
"Now that's a very good question," Mark replied with a twinkle in his eye. 


The older man got to his feet and slowly walked from the kitchen. his poker straight back and regimented steps 
reminded Julian of a military man and he wondered if Mark worked among the ranks of their armed forces. It 
would certainly explain the house and secluded lifestyle. And it would definitely explain how Mark appeared to 
know so much about what went on in the skies above them. 


Mark returned with a battered box file just as Julian was admiring a painting of the nearby mountains. He'd 
managed to note the name in the bottom right hand corner of the painting. Gen Mark Davis. Placing the box on 
the table, Mark wiped a layer of dust from the lid before opening it to reveal a pile of papers. 


"These are from 1940 to 1950," he said. "All of them are from the military and are still classified. The public 


will never know about them. Except for the likes of you and Dan" 


Julian took the stack of papers from Mark and slowly shuffled through them. The pages were stiff and crisp 
with age and each one held a single photostated image and a brief typed explanation. Every piece felt as though 


it belonged in a museum. 


Julian found himself looking at an image of a curved cockpit. The hangar could be seen beyond the large 
windows and, beneath those, sat a console that contained neither buttons nor levers. The craft's seats were 


tall and slender with wells that were designed to hold a body that didn't come from Earth. 


He flicked the sheet over and studied the next photograph. It showed some kind of black headband and the 
description believed it to be part of the craft's guidance system. 


"Did this work?" he asked 

‘Not on humans, no" 

"On. other beings?" 

Mark smiled. "Indeed. Have you heard of Jay?" 


Julian nodded. "Yes. He lived at Area 5I following the Kingman crash in Arizona. Was he released or did he 
disappear?" 


"Neither." Mark shuffled down in his seat, his rigid demeanour suddenly disappearing. "Let me tell you about J- 
Rod. He came to Area 51 in 1953 following the Arizona crash along with the craft. The photographs that you've 


just seen are of that craft, as well as the headband J-Rod was able to power up the craft as well as heal it." 
Julian felt his heart drop. "Heal it?" 


Mark nodded and his eyes moved from Julian and to a point just beyond his shoulder. "Indeed. The craft was.. 
How can | put it? Not of a static material. That's to say that while it appeared to be metal it wasn't any kind 
of substance that we know. Instead it appeared to be some kind of living entity that the beings interacted with. 
In the event of a crash, like the one that J-Rod experienced, he could somehow help the craft to heal itself. It 
was remarkable really. One day we had a disc that was severely damaged and apparently unrepairable. The 


next.. It was a complete craft again, up to and including all the internal components." 


Julian could feel his vision swaying as he recalled his time at Montauk. The craft that had visited him in the 
chamber had been built from what appeared to be metal scales and had, to his eyes, seemed to breathe. 


"| saw such a craft," he murmured. "In Montauk. It's where | met Dan and he powered up the old radar tower. 


The craft is what appeared for me. So they - these craft - are alive?" 


| saw several like that one," Mark replied, "and all of them appeared to have this self healing and breathing 


ability. It was remarkable technology and one that we've never been able to replicate." 
"But what about the ones that | see?" 


The elderly man looked at him with an expression of sadness. "I don't know, Julian. | really don't know. And | hope 


to God that you manage to find the answer." 


He paused to take another drink of his coffee before asking, "So what did happen to J-Rod? You mentioned that 
he neither disappeared nor was released. What happened?" 


Mark's gaze moved to beyond Julian's shoulder and he wondered what memories were surfacing for the other 


man. "As far as | know, he's still alive and living on the base." 


Julian tried to let what what he was hearing sink in. Through what appeared to be a set of random connections 


he was meeting people who were attempting to answer questions that had haunted him for so many years. 
"Where are you heading to next?" Mark asked. 


"| don't know. | was going to head home. But if you have any other suggestions." He knew that he should be 
making his way back across the country. But the burning desire to know the truth was keeping him going and 


he didn't want to give up until he had concrete answers to what was happening in his life. 


"While you're down here you may as well pay a visit to the Guidestones in Georgia. They won't answer your 
question, Julian, and they may be viewed as conspiracy theorist rubbish by some people, but they'll definitely 
give you some extra food for thought" 


Julian nodded and drained the last of his coffee. He sensed that he was close to a break through and such a 
feeling left him in no mood to go home. "I will. Thank you. As much as I'd like to stop and talk more, | feel as 
though I've taken up enough of your time for today.” 


Mark laughed and shook his head. "Not at all. It's a pleasure to cross paths with people such as yourself and 
Dan You know where | am if you ever want to continue our conversation or if you ever find the answer to 
your question" The older man stood and stretched out his back. "If you start now, you'll make it to Hartwell 
before nightfall. It's the closest northern town to the stones and you should find a few places to park up that 
RV of yours." 


"Thank you." It was Julian's turn to smile. He stood and offered his hand to Mark. The other man shook it. "I 


appreciate your time. It means a lot to me." 


"Never a problem, Julian. I'm always available to debate the complexities of the universe. Travel safe and keep 
watching the skies." 


4 


Julian left with more questions than answers. He'd seen some incredible photographs that showed signs of the 
craft being of extraterrestrial origin Yet Mark had also been insistent that the ones which followed Julian 
were created by the government. But why would they want to spy on him when there were any number of 
far simpler, and less costly, ways to go about it? If the government didn't want him talking about the lights 
then he would have been dead a long time ago. That story didn't sit right with him and Julian was sure that 


there was something more to his nightly visits than humans who wanted to spy on him. 


He drove through the small town until he came across a diner. Pulling the RV into a parking lot, he got out and 
admired the view. Morganton was just a blip on the map for most people, small town America at its finest. All 
of the buildings were single or double storey with not a skyscraper in sight. In the distance, and barely visible 
through a haze of rain cloud, were the mountains that he'd driven through the previous evening. Julian felt his 
soul ache as he looked at them. The desire to return home to the rat race and his almost painfully busy life 
was fading in favour of staying out in the wilderness. His need to answer the questions that had plagued him 


for so very long seemed to be changing his perception on life. And change was always good. 


The diner was the epitome of everything that Julian believed a diner should be. Red leather booths lined the 
long window and a polished black bar ran along the back wall. A waitress was at his elbow from the moment he 
sat himself in one of the window booths. Her blonde hair was piled onto her head and lines curled from her 


eyes. She smiled and pulled a small notepad and a tiny, well-chewed pencil from her apron pocket. 
"Coffee?" she asked. 
"That would be great." Julian peered at her name tag. "Marion 


She beamed as though he was the first person she'd seen all day. "You make yourself comfortable and I'll be 


right back." 


He smiled and nodded. Outside a grey drizzle a begun to fall. Julian turned his attention to the menu and 
scanned over the typical diner fare. There were burgers, omelettes, and milkshakes galore. He settled on the 
Monty Burger, which he presumed was named after someone close to the diner. While he waited to order, 


Julian pulled out his laptop and began to write an email to Tyler. 


Í never visited these smaller towns when I lived on the East coast and they're every bit as quaint, and as strange, 
as | thought they would be. Perfect streets lined with manicured trees and communities who appear closed off but 
who think more out of the box than most of LA. Were not the open minded ones. Were the students and we 


have a lot to learn from these tiny enclaves. 


Julian paused to look out of the window. A white van had pulled up in front of the diner and its passengers 
were just staring at the front of the building. Julian felt his back tighten and a knot of paranoia tugged at his 
chest. He saved the email to send later and pushed the laptop to one side. The browser window that he'd left 


open showed nothing more innocuous than the local weather report. 

Marion returned with his coffee and gave him another of her warm smiles. "Everything okay?" 
"Yeah. Yeah. Just fine." He returned her smile before glancing at the menu once more. "Can | order?" 
"Of course you can. What are you after?" 

He ordered one of the fully loaded burgers with fries and extra coleslaw. 


"Long journey?" she asked. "I saw you pull up in that beautiful RV. My husband loves ‘em. We've got one parked 


up in one of the lots across town because our driveway's way too small for it." 


Julian wasn't sure whether to relax or not. He could still see the white van from the corner of his eye, its 


occupants still seated and still staring. 


Finally he decided that he could trust the older woman. She'd probably been with the diner since it had opened 
and her life was most likely as mundane as they came. Whatever arcane knowledge she had would no doubt 


remain hidden until someone needed it. 
"Yeah, | do. Heading down to Georgia." 
"Any specific reason?" 


He could sense concern in her voice and he shook his head. "No. Just driving to clear my head a little. | like it 


out here. It's relaxing being among the trees and mountains." 
Marion smiled and patted his shoulder. "It sure is, honey. It sure is. I'll go grab your food for you." 


He kept his eyes focused on the diner's ageing artwork while he waited. His gut feeling told him that the van in 
the parking lot was waiting for him. The painting at the far end of the room showed the region's mountains as 
well as something that he couldn't quite identify. Getting to his feet, he walked to the painting and stood before 
it. 


The objects that he wouldn't identify were an artistic deception of the area's famous lights. Dots of colour 
danced through the dark mountains with swirling tails trailing in their wake. Julian stared at the painting with a 
small smile, not quite believing that someone would take such an interest in the lights. The nocturnal spectacle 
had been explained as a natural occurrence yet there was still something ethereal and otherworldly about 


them. In a world where everything had to have an explanation, some mysteries were best left unsolved. 


His eyes drifted to the bottom right hand corner of the painting and Julian let out a gentle huff of surprise at 
the signature. 


"Sir, your food's ready." 


Julian turned and found Marion standing at the table with a laden plate in one and and a white mug in the 


other. He walked back over to her and sat down. 

‘It's a nice painting, isn't it? A local artist painted it" 

"It is," Julian replied "Have you ever met the artist?" 

She nodded. "He comes in here all the time. Lovely man. Retired from the Army, | believe." 

Julian took a sip of the coffee before reaching for the salt and pepper. "And what do you think of the lights." 


"I've seen them. Everyone in the town has. But as to what they are." Marion shrugged and pushed her hands in 
to the pocket of her apron. "I believe that they're natural, just like people say they are. | don't believe that 
they're from outer space or anything like that. What about you? What do you believe?" 


"| don't know," He kept his replies short and brief, not wanting to give away the reason he was in the area. "I'm 


trying to make my mind up." 
"Well, I'm sure you will" Marion smiled at him. "You enjoy your food and please come and see us again" 


Julian smiled and thanked her before turning to his food. His eyes drifted to the parking lot as he tucked into 


the oversized plate. The van was gone. 


Back on the road, Julian was confused with Mark's suggestion that he see the Guidestones. He was aware of 
their seemingly meaningless texts and their relation to conspiracy theories. What he couldn't understand was 
how they'd further his own investigations. Mark had said that the stones probably wouldn't answer his 
question. So why send him on what Julian believed to be a wild goose chase? Julian knew that he was, in 
essence, following breadcrumbs. Dan had sent him the map which had resulted in Julian taking the trip to 
Montauk. He'd then sent him on to Mark who, in turn, had sent him on to the Guidestones. It had to mean 
something. But what? 


It was a three hour drive from Morganton with more scenery to relax and refresh his mind. Off the beaten 
track would be the best description with single lane roads bordered by trees, rolling hills, and the occasional 
glimpse of mountains. The sky was clear and he watched as the sun burned through the sky before beginning 


its downward fall to the horizon. 


Behind him, Julian could hear the crockery gently rattling in its cupboard while the radio in the dash flickered 
from one local station to another. First it was country music, followed by worship, followed by the chatter of 


public radio. Julian pulled over as he rounded Lake Hartwell and, with the sky beginning to turn an array of 


pinks and oranges, he snapped a photograph. He sent to Tyler along with a message about how it reminded him 
of being on the beach. 


The road was as quiet as a mouse and gave Julian a chance to stretch his legs for a few moments. A warm 
breeze rolled off the water and tiny waves lapped at the stony shoreline. He breathed in the clear air and 
thought about how he didn't want to go back to the smog-cloyed streets of Los Angeles. Even going back out 
on tour, a place that he normally enjoyed, was beginning to lose its sheen. Singing the same songs every night, 
meeting excited fans, and being cramped up in hotels, five star hotels at that, suddenly didn't seem to have 
the same appeal. The anonymous openness of the road was calling to him, searing through his soul with the 


same feeling that climbing on to a private jet had held only a few weeks previously. 


Pulling his phone from his pocket, Julian stared at the blank screen For once it wasn't awash with messages, 
missed calls, and appointments. He was completely alone and enjoying every moment of his self imposed 
isolation His thumb hovered over the unlock arrow as he debated calling John and asking him to cancel the 
remainder of the tour. There were at least sixty dates left, including thirty-three in Europe and shelving them 
would mean work his crew and heartbreak for the fans, especially as there was no concrete explanation other 
than "Julian's gone chasing UFOs". Which is exactly what John would tell them. He wouldn't mince his words 
when breaking the news to the world and would, rightly so, let Julian take the brunt of the blame. 


Deciding against calling John, Julian put the phone away and moved to sit on the railing overlooking the lake. The 
water was calming and gave him a chance to reflect on where life had taken him. The years had been kind to 
him, giving him a great band, a wonderful career, and a partner who he'd lay his life down for. But there was 
always that little something, that spark of knowledge that was just out of reach. 


He took a few moments to enjoy the scenery before climbing back into the cab. He had his phone search for a 
nearby RV park, plugged the address into his GPS and began driving the final few miles. 


Rain at night appeared to be a constant theme during his trip. Julian could hear the soft patter of rain drops 
as he sat at the dining table and he wondered if it was another in the long line of breadcrumbs that he 
appeared to be following. Was the rain a sign from an unseen force that he was on the right path or making 


the right connections? Or was it merely a metrological coincidence? 


A video from one of their stadium-storming shows played on his laptop. Julian was trying to convince himself 
no to go completely off the grid. Music was his passion and his motivation for getting up every morning. That 
he'd made such a success of it was a miracle in itself. He'd messaged Tyler with his plans to finish the 
current tour and for them to then completely fall off the face of the planet. Tyler's six word reply was stil 


burned in to his mind. 
Be careful what you wish for. 


Julian closed the laptop down and walked down to the kitchen. He could feel his stomach rumbling and, with the 


rain becoming heavier, he felt like hunkering down with some comfort food. He'd stopped at a supermarket in 


nearby Hartwell and stocked up before pulling in to the RV park. 


He was enjoying life on the road. Seeing the trees from his window every morning and moving on shortly 
before noon were making him far happier than he'd ever suspected that they would. Life on the road was 
simple and easy, much like his childhood had been. His memories of sitting on the front porch in the summer 
and watching storm clouds roll in Puget Sound were rich and vivid. Going fishing with his Dad and baking with 
his Mom.. They were moments that had been easier and simpler. Life hadn't revolved around how quickly he 
could put an album out or how long he could tour for. Social media and all that it involved hadn't even been a 
twinkle in the eye of any of the budding computer companies. The only people he'd had to keep happy had been 
his family and himself. 


Julian stared out of the window as chicken crackled away in the pan. The shadowy trees waved in the gentle 
breeze, their leaves flicking as lightning seared across the dark sky. Stay on the road? Or go home? His trail 
hadn't yet gone cold and the breadcrumbs were still turning up. The answer that he was seeking had to be 
close by and so he decided to give it another two weeks before calling it quits and returning the RV back to 
Montauk. At some point the breadcrumbs would either disappear or start turning in on themselves and guiding 


him back toward the north. 


Midnight was quickly approaching and Julian knew that he needed to be crawling in to bed. But the itch to go 
outside and check the sky was too much to ignore. Thick clouds still rolled across the horizon and water 
dripped from the nearby trees. Julian could already feel the cool chill of mist rising from the grass and a 


shiver rode up his spine as a reminder that he was wearing little more than a thin tshirt. 


With the clouds were low and heavy with more rain the lights should not have been making an appearance. 
Julian estimated the cloud ceiling to be around seven thousand feet. The trees stood before him like shadowy 
soldiers with their boughs creaking in the breeze. The air was thick with the threat of more rain and the RV's 
lights caught trails of mist seeping from among the trees. 


Julia felt a ripple of anticipation skim over his skin as the air changed. It became lighter and charged with an 


entirely different kind of energy. He didn't feel the change very often but he knew what it meant. 


The familiar triangle of lights slowly slid in to view above the treeline before stopping above the RV. Stepping 
out from beneath the awning, Julian stretched his neck back to look at them. Thunder rumbled in the distance 
and he felt a lone drop of rain slide through his hair. 


"So many years," he murmured. "You've been showing up for so many years and | want to know why. | want to 
know what, or who, you are and way you follow me like a protective parent. | know you mean me no harm and 
| mean none in trying to find out the truth." He sighed and ran a hand through his hair. His cracked thumbnail 
snagged a strand. "You've always fascinated me and | know that I'm not alone in seeing you. | know that there 


are others out there. And, in a way, your presence every evening has become a comfort. When you appear | 


know that everything's okay. So let's make a deal, okay? If you don't turn up, | know that the shit's going to hit 
the fan. Can you do that for me?" 


The lights faded a fraction before returning to full brightness. Julian smiled softly. "Thank you. | appreciate it. 
You watch my back and I'll watch yours." 


The Guidestones cut a lonely silhouette against the clear blue sky. They were set in a desolate area and 
slightly raised above the surrounding fields. There was little in the way of natural barriers to hide them from 
view and, as Julian pulled the RV into the little gravel parking lot, he noticed just how empty the area was. 


No birds sand and he could hear no other traffic. Other than a few sheep grazing in a nearby field, it was just 
him, the stones, and his thoughts. Even the local insect population seemed to have fallen silent around the four 


megalithic stones. 


Julian shut off the engine and sat silently for a moment. He took in the monument that stood before him. The 
story behind it was as eerie as the stones. Erected in 1980 on the orders of a mysterious client, the stones 
wee engraved with a set of ten guidelines and built to still be standing in the wake of a catastrophe. The 
guidelines, which resembled a stranger version of the Ten Commandments, were engraved in eight different 
languages. No one had been able to decipher in the meaning behind them and no one knew the true identity 


behind the mysterious benefactor. 


With no one else around, Julian left the cab door open to give the RV a chance to air out. The stones towered 


over him as he walked around and took in the cryptic messages. 


|. Maintain humanity under 500,000,000 in perpetual balance with nature. 
2. Guide reproduction wisely - improving fitness and diversity. 

3. Unite humanity with a living new language. 

4. Rule passion - faith - tradition - and all things with tempered reason. 
5. Protect people and nations with fair laws and just courts. 

6. Let all nations rule internally resolving external disputes in a world court. 
T. Avoid petty laws and useless officials. 

8. Balance personal rights with social duties. 

q. Prize truth - beauty - love - seeking harmony with the infinite. 


10. Be not a cancer on the earth - Leave room for nature - Leave room for nature. 


The meaning behind the messages had long been debated and no one could come to a concrete conclusion Were 
they an elaborate prank? Or something far more sinister? Did they predict the end of the world? Or the 
perfect world for those who had the means to survive some kind of global disaster? How the stones and their 


vague messages fitted in to his own story was equally as baffling to Julian. 


Yet the first words of the ninth rule spoke to him. 


Prize truth 


He paused and looked at it, studying the engraved words before reaching out to run his fingers over the 
recessed letters. 


Prize truth 

Hold it above all else and believe in the very truth that he was searching for. Julian smiled to himself. He'd 
been looking for a sign that he needed to stay on the road and he'd found it, albeit in a place that was more 
aligned with the darker side of conspiracies. But he'd found it. 


"Pretty weird, huh?" 


The voice startled Julian and he swung around to find a portly man in a stretched t-shirt and green baseball 
cap standing beside him. 


"Sorry. Didn't mean to scare you." The man smiled warmly and stuck his hand out. "Kevin Lee. I'm on vacation 


with my wife, Liz. Nice motorhome you've got there." 
Julian took the offered hand and shook it. "Julian Bell. I'm on vacation, too." 
"Where you from, Julian?" 


"Los Angeles. You?" His eyes wandered to the logo on John's cap and he breathed a mental sigh of relief. The 
embroidery showed a saucer UFO and the letters USUFON - United States UFO Network. 


"Rio Rancho, New Mexico." 
Julian grinned. "Ah, home to the crash that started it all" He nodded towards Kevin. "I noticed your hat" 
Kevin's eyes widened. "You're a believer." 


"Absolutely. Its one of the reasons that l'm on the road. l'm trying to unravel the mystery of some UFO 


cases.” 
"Such as?" 


The sun was beating down and Julian could feel the sweat beginning to prickle his scalp. He took a step back in 


to the shadows of the stones. 


"Sorry. Getting a bit warm out here." He continued, "Couple of people who've been followed by UFOs all their 
lives. l'm trying to find out exactly what they are and why they follow these people." 


"Well, if you want a good case, head to Pelham, Tennessee while you're out this way. There's a little known case 
from the ‘TOs of a UFO that supposedly crashed there. Story has it that some of the aliens can still be seen 


in the trees and hills surrounding the town" 
Julian straightened up at the other man's words and felt a prickle pick at his neck. "Seriously?" 


"That's what I've heard. If it's true, goodness knows how they've survived. But there's natural cave and 
caverns beneath the town so that could explain it." Kevin's looked up at the sky. "Look, it's getting kinda warm 
out here. Do you want a drink?" 


They walked across the neatly trimmed grass and to Kevin's smaller beige and gold RV. The side door was open 
and a woman in a sun-dress and hat was sitting beneath the awning. She smiled and waved as the two men 


moved closer. 
"Liz, this is Julian," Kevin called. "He's another believer and he's out here looking for answers." 


Julian couldn't help but smile at the other man's introduction. He took Liz's offered hand and shook it. "Pleasure 


to meet you, ma'am." 


"Pleasure's all mine," she replied. "Its nice when he meets people like himself on the road. I'm not really into all 


that UFO stuff but | humour him." 


Kevin laughed. "Humour's the right word. Whenever | open my big trap she rolls her eyes, sighs, and suddenly 
finds something that needs doing. Drink, honey?" 


"Please," she replied. "There's iced tea in the refrigerator." 


They sat in the shade of the RV and talked. Julian enjoyed listening to them as he sipped on a glass of freshly 
made iced tea. The warm breeze continued to tickle his hair and the scent of freshly cut grass lingered around 


them. 


He discovered that Kevin had worked in aerospace out in Florida while Liz had been a librarian. They'd met at a 
diner forty years previously and the rest, Kevin had said, was history. Both of them were retired and enjoyed 


motorhoming around the country before returning to their home in New Mexico. 


Kevin had become interested in UFOlogy in the 1980s. Working in aerospace had given him unique access to 
people other than those who wrote speculative puff pieces for the local newspapers. Kevin had talked to his 
colleagues and discovered that many of them had an open mind to what was in the skies above them. He'd met 
up with those he worked with at local bars and restaurants and they'd talked until sunrise. Kevin had been told 
stories of sightings and landings and UFOs that had gathered over military bases and nuclear reactors. Even 
though the government and media played down the incidents, the people he spoke to were convinced that the 


strange craft were extraterrestrial visitors. 


And then Kevin had had his own sighting. He'd been driving through the Apalachicola forest late one night when 
something had caught his eye. Pulling over, he'd got out of his car and looked at the dark, cloudless sky. What 
he'd seen hadn't been a star, that much he was sure of. Instead, it was a point of light that slowly oscillated 
through the colour spectrum. As he'd stood at the side of the road, the light had grown bigger until a cigar 
shaped craft had hovered over his car. At that point, he'd jumped back in to the driver's seat only to find 
that his car wouldn't start. Terrified and hundreds of miles from home, he'd sat in his car and watched as the 
craft had inched through the sky. It had eventually disappeared over the horizon and into an approaching cloud 
bank. Only then had his car started and he'd been able to finish the three hundred mile journey to his house. 


"Did you report it?" Julian asked, 


The other man looked flushed as though telling the story had taken it out of him. "I did but | did it 
anonymously because | didn't want to jeopardise my job. We might all have talked the talk but some of the 
higher ups didn’t walk the walk. In those days, something like that could lose you your job." 


"That's understandable. Have you seen anything else since then?" 


Kevin shook his head. "Nope, not a thing. That one incident was enough to set me up for life in believing that 
there are extraterrestrial beings visiting us." 


"So what do you do in USUFON?" Julian shuffled a little in the deep canvas seat. It was comfortable and he had 


no desire to move. 


Liz chuckled beside him. "Honey, are you sure you want to know the answer to that question? Guaranteed he 
can talk until the cows come home about that network!" 


Julian laughed and looked at her. "I've heard of them but never really been involved. | might sign myself up 
after this conversation" 


"lm an investigator and have been since the year that | saw that craft," Kevin replied. His smile mirrored his 
wife's, knowing that she was only teasing. "I signed up and got myself trained and now | talk to people like 


yourself about what they've seen And | can dedicate myself full time to it now that I'm retired." 
"Almost full time," Liz chipped in. "Don't forget that the bathroom still needs that reno work finishing on it" 


Julian laughed as the couple playfully bickered between themselves. He'd stayed out of the wider UFO 
community for a number of reasons. But sitting and talking to Kevin and Liz was giving him a while new 
perspective on it and he decided that, once he got home, he'd take a look at signing up to one of the networks 
and doing a little more. Fhe went home. 


It was with a heavy heart that he bid farewell to his new friends. They swapped contact details and promised 
to keep in touch. As he walked back to his RV, Julian had a feeling that he'd be calling Kevin with whatever 


answers he discovered. 


Julian pulled himself up into the RV's still-open door and was about to slide into his seat when he noticed 
something. What appeared to be a pile of grey fur was curled into the heart of the seat. Believing it was 
something that had blown in while he'd been away, he was going to scoop it up and toss it out when he noticed 
that it was breathing. When he prodded it, a pair of bright green eyes opened and stared at him before the 


pile of fur gave a deep, rumbling meow. 


"Oh. Right. Okay." Julian stared at the cat and then out at the wilderness around them. There didn't appear to 
be anywhere that the cat could have come from. The grey creature appeared to be friendly in that it hadn't 
run when he'd approached so he ran a hand over its neck. There was no collar and, to his untrained fingers, no 


microchip either. When he moved to lift the cat, he found that he couldn't as razor sharp claws latched onto 


the seat. 


Stepping down from the RV, Julian pulled his phone from his pocket. Kevin and Liz had already left so he had 


one other option for advice. 


"Tyler, there's a cat in the RV. What do | do?" 
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Julian had his phone dial Brock at the rental company. After just two rings, the phone was answered. 
"Hey. This is Julian Bell” 

"Hey, Julian. How's it going out there?" 

"Is going good. How's life at your end?" 


"Ah, you know." There was a hint of a smile to Brock's voice. "Kids are driving me up the wall thanks to the 
summer break But everything's good. What can | do for you?" 


"| was wondering if | could add another week to the rental?" Julian asked. 


There was the clattering of a computer keyboard followed by the sound of a pen being tapped against a desk. 
Finally, Brock replied, "Sure. That's not a problem. Just call me if you need anything else, okay?" 


"Will do, and thanks." 


Julian hung up and returned his attention to the Georgia flatlands. He was bypassing the mountains in order to 
take the shortest route to Pelham and the scenery was nowhere near as spectacular as it had been. But the 


trees, greenery, and tiny hamlets were still a welcome break from the concrete sprawl of the west coast. 


The cat napped on the passenger seat beside him. With no collar or chip and an unwillingness to leave the RV, 
Tyler had recommended taking the cat on the rest of the journey. Or until the cat had had enough and 
disappeared back out into the wild. The chances were that it was a stray or farm cat who'd known a soft 
target when they saw one and decided to take advantage. Julian wasn't complaining; a little company other than 
the radio and his calls back to Tyler was another welcome break The cat was surprisingly docile and had 
allowed to Julian prod and poke until he'd worked out that the big bundle of fur was male. Very, very male. 
Which explained the cat's size and big cheeks. He was a big friendly tomcat who apparently wanted a new home, 


or at least somewhere warm to sleep for a while. 


He'd made a stop at a large supermarket and stocked up on food and supplies for both himself and his new 
friend. His research into Pelham and the surrounding area had shown that there wasn't much in the way of 
conveniences. There was a sizeable town twenty miles to the north but Julian knew that, by that point, 
exhaustion would have taken over and he'd be in no mood to drive any further. It was better to stock up on 


route than go out of his way. 


The drive was giving him time to think about Kevin's story. While there was no physical evidence - no scars or 
photographs - he'd seemed so sincere in his story that Julian couldn't help but believe him. And one of the 


reasons that he spoke out about his own experiences was because of the Kevins in the world, those who'd 


experienced something but felt that they had no voice and nowhere to turn. He was their voice in a world that 


judged believers harshly enough for them to lose their homes, families, and livelihoods. 


There was a meow from the passenger seat and Julian smiled down at the lump of grey fur. Green, almond 
shaped eyes stared up at him. 


"I know. I'm hungry, too, buddy. We'll pull over soon, | promise.” 


The cat still didn't have a name and Julian suspected that he'd end up calling it "buddy", "dude", and "cat" for 
the foreseeable future. 


Pelham didn't have an RV park so he'd reserved a space in the nearby South Cumberland State Park. He was 
hoping for another night of rain and sky watching although the weather forecast was being amicable for once 


and had predicted light wind and low humidity. 
His phone rang as he was passing a cluster of farm buildings, the first that he'd seen for several miles. 
"Hey, Tyler." 


"Hey. How's life on the road?" His boyfriend's voice sounded distant and Julian noticed that the reception wasn't 
the best. The phone flickered between one and two bars. 


"Good. Just a head's up that you might get cut off. Reception seems a bit patchy out here." 
"That's cool. Look, John's on your tail." 
Julian felt his blood run cold. "Why? What the fuck for now?" 


"Because your credit card's just pinged up with another charge for that RV. | know that you want to spend as 


much time out there as possible but all he's seeing is another situation like Brazil happening.” 
"lm not going to get stuck in some forest," he sighed. 


"I know that. You know that. He's thinking "Oh, shit, Julian's going to turn up a day before we have to go back 
on the road and l'm the one that will have to make sure that he does turn up". So don't bite his head off if he 
calls you. And don't fire him like you did with Brazil. 


He felt a grin tug at his lips. It had been forty-eight hours after his return from Brazil when he'd fired John 
in the lobby of a hotel in London. There'd been no banter and no joking; Julian had genuinely been angry with 

about being pulled from the forest despite the danger to his life. He could remember the shocked looks on the 
rest of their crew had given him and the smirk that had hit their burly manager's eyes. Straight off the bat, 
John had known that they were screwed but he hadn't said a thing. He'd just picked up his suitcase and walked 


out. It took less than twelve hours and a run-in with some obnoxious fans for Julian to make the call pleading 


with John to return. 


The incident had taught Julian a lot about his obsession for finding the truth. It drove him to extremes, ones 
that occasionally put his life at risk. From that moment forward he'd vowed to try and curtail his efforts. 


There were, of course, exceptions to that rule. 
"Jules, please don't piss him off. | think he'll walk if you do it one more time.” 
"Don't worry, lim not going to rub him up the wrong way. How's life at your end?" 


"T minus two weeks. You know how it is. | may not be your assistant any more but people still come to me 
with all the tour-related problems." 


‘Naturally. You're good at it" 


He heard Tyler laugh. "Jules, you could never pay me enough to take half the shit that gets flung my way. | 


love you but sometimes your life can be a little annoying.” 


| know and | apologise. | love you, you know that, right? And you know | don't keep you around so that | can go 


trotting off around the world while you deal with my life, right?" 

The road wound through a copse of trees and the brief flicker of shade was a welcome relief from the sun. 
Julian could still feel it even with sunglasses and the air conditioning. The phone crackled for a second as it 
waited for Tyler to speak. 


"You know | do," Tyler replied "And I'm not going to walk away, either. | love you too much to do that" 


Julian smiled softly to himself, his heart warmed by Tyler's words. "Same as." He paused and listened as the 


phone's reception became worse. “I'm losing you. Can | call you back later?" 

"Sure. Love you 

‘Love you, too. 

With that, the line went dead and Julian sighed. Having John on his back was the last thing that he needed. But 
he knew that their manager was an essential part of their lives. It was his job to keep everything on track and 


make sure that everyone, Julian included, actually turned up at the allotted time and did their job. 


His phone lit up with John's name and Julian was in two minds as to answer it. When he did, Julian didn't even 


have to speak. 


"Another week, Jules?!" John demanded. 


He sighed. "Yes, another week. l'm onto something here." 
"You're always onto something, that's the problem. And that gets in the way of what you should be doing.” 
"Which is?" 


"Playing. Touring." To say that John sounded pissed off was an understatement. In his mind's eye, Julian could 
see his manager sitting behind his huge black desk with his face growing red as he clamped his phone to his 


ear. 


"Make you money." Julian could feel his blood pressure rising. His hands gripped the steering wheel and a 
headache began to pound at his skull. 


"That's not what | meant. I'm here to look out for you, Julian and make sure that you're safe. Because your 


track record of looking after yourself is pretty shit" 


Keeping his eyes on the narrow road, Julian took several deep breaths to calm himself. At that moment he felt 
as though he was being placed into a prison and controlled. He could feel the walls closing around him and the 
ceiling crushing his spine. People craved for fame and fortune. They wanted the money and the adoration Yet 
they never thought of the consequences that could come with it in that life became more rigid and circles of 
friends became smaller and tighter. Julian could say that he knew thousands of people. But, in reality, probably 
five or six truly knew him. Only they knew his deepest fears and his darkest secrets. To everyone else, he was 
happy-go-lucky Julian Bell who wrote fun rock songs and liked to laugh. Not even John, the man charged with 
looking after him, knew half of what lay in Julian's soul. 


"John, | need to do this," he finally said 
"Need to or want to 

"Need to. This has been going on for years and, one way or another, | need some closure" 
"But you've been looking for the answer for years. Why is this time any different?" 


Julian idly scratched at his beard as he mulled over an answer. There were so many reasons that he could 


give. Yet how to make that answer as simple as possible? 


More trees whistled passed the RV, the sun flickering through their branches like the light through a cinema 


projector. 


"Because it is," Julian softly answered. "| can't give you a definite answer. All | know is that it feel different this 


time." 


He heard John sigh. "Okay. One more week then come home. Please. For the sake of everyone's sanity. And 
please keep touching base, either with Tyler or myself. That's all that | can ask you to do. You're your own 
man, Jules, and | can't control you." 


Julian snickered. "Even though you like to try?" 


"Even though | like to try. Drive safe." And then John was gone, hanging up before Julian had chance to say 
goodbye. 


He looked down at the napping cat beside him. "Just you and me now, buddy." 


Julian sat beneath the RV's awning and watched the sun set over the forest. The sky was awash with a 
paintbox of colours and the shadows grew longer with every passing moment. In the distance he could hear the 


sound of a waterfall crashing into a river. 


He lifted a hand and idly wiped the line of sweat from the back of his neck. Humidity still hung in the air, thick 
and heavy and promising storms at some point in the not too distant future. Tales from the Time Tunnels: Life 
in the Montauk Project was folded over the arm of the chair and a bottle of beer sweated on a small table 
beside him. The cat was curled up at his feet, sleeping off a stomach full of food. Oddly, for a cat who had 
just appeared out of thing air, he had appeared to have no desire to go off exploring. Instead he seemed to 
prefer to keep Julian company, something that the singer appreciated. 


Picking up the book, Julian continued to read. The book was beginning to deviate away from its original premise 
of documenting the happenings of the Montauk Project. The current chapter spoke of a base that was 


rumoured to be on the Colorado/New Mexico border. The place piqued Julian's interest and he sounded out the 


name. 
"Dulce." 

The cat's ears flicked at the word and Julian smiled. He repeated it and got the same reaction 

"So that's your name, huh? Dulce?" 

The fat, grey cat stood up and stretched before giving Julian a meow of acknowledgement. 

"Seems fitting considering why we're out on the road for. And calling you Roswell is a little cliché. Dulce it is." 
The cat's green almond shaped eyes slowly blinked at him. Julian grinned. 


"Never had a cat before. Welcome to the family, Dulce." 


His lights had eased themselves through the darkening sky, arriving and leaving with the silence of ghosts. 
Storm clouds had formed in their wake with lightning crackling across the sky and thunder shaking the ground. 


Julian lay in bed as he listened to the rain pounding on the roof. The book lay forgotten beside him and Dulce, 
his brand new friend, was curled up at his shoulder. For the first time in a while, Julian felt at peace. There 
were no phore calls, no emails, no hurrying from one venue to another. His life may have been one of luxury, 
of VIP treatment and five star hotels. But it came with the responsibilities of running what was now an 
international company. Aurora weren't just a small garage band any more. Their logo was seen around the 
world and the band was in high demand. No longer were their days of playing halcyon and carefree. Those days 
had been replaced with ones filled with the why's and wherefore's of being a celebrity. Marketing themselves, 
choosing where their faces would appear, thinking of answers that would give just enough away without 
revealing too much of their personal lives, getting those photographs just right, sitting for hours as a 


revolving door of interviewers walked in. 


Being on the road and with a sporadic cell phone service was like cleansing his soul. He could feel the fresh air 
and freedom seeping into his veins and releasing him from the shackles of celebrity lifestyle. The only thing 
that was missing was Tyler. 


Julian picked up his phone and noticed that, for the moment, he had a window of good service. Lying back, he 
listened as the phone began to ring. 


He smiled as his call was answered, happy to be talking to the man he loved. "Hey, Tyler. How's it going?" 


The local post office was little more than a single storey building at the town's only crossroads. Pelham felt as 
desolate as it looked on the map. Other than a general store, school, and several churches, there was little else 


in the area Julian was sure that the town had some wonderful features but he was yet to see them. 


He pulled the RV alongside the small white building and wandered inside. The post office was, bar the 
postmistress, empty. She sat behind a desk that stretched across the width of the room and only looked up 
when Julian walked in. Wire racks held postcards and greetings cards and flyers on post office services lined 
the desk Gun-metal grey mailboxes sat in the front entrance, waiting for their owners to come and check for 


mail. If they ever checked, that was. There was an air of resigned abandonment in the air. 
The young woman gave him a smile, her brown eyes sparkling beneath her blonde bangs. "Can | help?" 
Julian peered at the postcards. Before he'd left, he had made a promise to Tyler that he'd send actual, physical 


mail instead of just emails and text messages. He found one that depicted a nearby cavern attraction. Plucking 


it from the stand, he approached the desk. 


"lll take this and a sheet of stamps, please." 
"That'll be ten dollars fifty, please." 


Julian moved to pull the credit card from his wallet when he saw the handwritten sign that was taped to the 


worn red Formica. No Card Payments. He tried not to sigh as he took out a ten dollar bill and some change. 
"Nice little town," he commented as she rang up his purchases. 

"It is." Her smile was a mile wide and her accent was thick with the local accent. 

"Have you lived her long?" 

"All my life, sir.” 


Julian nodded and tugged the paper bag containing the card and stamps into his back pocket. "Is the mail box-" 
He gestured towards the door. 


She nodded. "Only one in town. Can | ask why you've stopped here? Not many people do. Well, only for gas. | 


rarely see anyone who isn't local." 


"Just on the trail for some information," he replied. He didn't know how comfortable people would be with 


talking about a local legend, or if they even knew about it. 


"Well, we have some information here. Kinda like an unofficial tourist information, too." The postmistress 


beamed and Julian could feel himself slipping. He'd always been a sucker for sparkling eyes and big smiles. 


He took a deep breath and decided to keep the details brief. Talk of UFOs was, for some people, kooky and 
strange and the last thing he needed was a small-town ass kicking courtesy of the locals. "I'm on the trail of a 


local legend Something about a crashed UFO." 


The woman took a step back and appeared to take a deep breath. For a moment Julian felt his heart plummet 
and he was convinced that she was reaching for some silent alarm that would alert people to the crazy man 


asking about UFOs. 
"You're thinking of the Proctor Hollow crash of ‘Tl, aren't you?" she asked. 

Julian shrugged. “I dorit know. | heard a brief version of the story from someone and decided to check it out 
The postmistress pulled herself onto her stool and rested her elbows on the desk. She looked at Julian "The 
story goes that, in the summer of ITT, a UFO crashed into the base of a wooded area about a mile and a half 


from here. Many people saw a large green light in the sky just moments before it happened. Apparently it was 
swaying from side to side and unable to keep any height. They thought that it was some kind of firework from 


a nearby fourth of July party or some trick of the night due to the unusually high humidity. None of them 
believed that it was anything untoward until they felt something shake the ground. Seconds after it happened, 
there was a deep sonic boom kind of sound. Some of the locals headed out to the area and found a disc 
embedded in the ground. They estimated it to be about two hundred feet across and the crash had taken out 
a good chunk of trees. The disc gave off a faint green glow and the men believed that they could see tall, 
willowy figures wandering among the wreckage. The figures ran in to the trees the second that they sensed 
that other people were in the area. Apparently they still live there and some people have said that they've 


seen them. Some say that they even come into the town Looking for what, | don't know." 

A chill settled over Julian and he felt the hairs on the back of his neck rise. ‘Have you ever seen them? 
She shook her head. "I can safely say that I've never seen them’ 

"What happened to the wreckage?" 

"Apparently the military were on site within two hours. The two was cordoned off and the residents locked in 
their homes. All of them reportedly had armed guards standing at the doors and windows to prevent them 


leaving or looking out. The disc was removed under the cover of darkness the following night." 


He couldn't have asked for a better story, or a better lead. He'd already decided that he was going to 
investigate even if the story did turn out to be complete bullshit. 


"And where did you say this happened?" 


"About a mile, mile and a half from here. You'll see two buildings on your left. That chunk of missing trees is 
where the disc came to rest. Just be careful; the people that live there aren't too keen on souvenir hunters. 
You're not the first and | doubt you'll be the last 

"Duly noted," he replied with a nod. "How many people do you get looking for aliens?" 

"A couple every year. Its not a widely known story." 

I'd gathered. | only heard about it for the first time a couple of days ago and thought that, while | was 
passing this way, I'd check it out. Do you know if there's any physical evidence? Photographs, wreckage, that 
kind of thing?" 

The woman shook her head. "I don't. Sorry." 

"That's okay. It's always worth checking, just in case. Thank you-" He paused and looked for a name tag. 


She obviously took the hint. "Lucy." 


"Thanks, Lucy. | appreciate your help." 


Lucy smiled and pushed stray hairs from her eyes. "You're welcome. You'll have to let me know if you see any 


aliens. I'll be here from eleven" 


He grinned and bid her farewell before going back out into the tiny parking lot. As he was crossing the sun- 
bleached asphalt, he happened to look across the road. His heart stilled and his blood chilled. Parked beside a 
building was the white van from the diner in Morganton. It could have been any white van but Julian knew that 
he'd recognise the nondescript Indiana plates anywhere. Without breaking his stride, nor showing that he was ill 
at ease, Julian stepped up to the RV and got in. 


b 


The road hugged the hill of trees. Occasionally it pulled away before dipping back in and returning the RV to 
the shadow of the boughs. The bright blue sky appeared and disappeared as though trying to hide from 


whatever had happened in the Tennessee wilderness so many years before. 


It didn't take Julian long to find the spot that Lucy had spoken of. There were indeed two buildings complete 
with a storage shed on the right. And there, carved in to the side of the low hill, was the bare space that the 
postmistress had talked about. From where he was sitting, Julian definitely got the sense that something had 


torn through the area and destroyed whatever had once been there. 


Julian pulled to the side of the road and killed the engine. The area was quiet, almost eerily so, and he found 
himself thinking back to just how still the fields around the Guidestones had been. But the memory of the 
white van was also bugging him. It hadn't followed him but he still had a feeling that he hadn't seen the last of 
it. Taking his phone from the holder, he set up a message to Tyler. 


Ím sending this as a message so that there's physical evidence. from this moment forward if you don’t hear from 
me in a twenty-four hour window | want you fo alert the police and file a missing persons report. Tell management 
and have them contact the press. Get everyone you need involved and keep yourself in the public eye. | know that 
you can do this. | trust and love you 


The message disappeared into the ether and a moment later was marked as delivered. Julian had faced so 
much in his life from coming out of the closet to becoming a household name. Yet never had he felt as scared 
as he did in that moment. Overwhelming fear of the world that he'd stepped into clutched at Julian. Surrounded 
by nothing more than trees and fields, Julian didn't know what he'd find over the next rise. He knew that he 


had to continue searching but at what cost? 


Dulce chose that moment to announce his presence and Julian smiled as the cat wriggled into the cab and 


dropped himself into the passenger seat. Reaching out, Julian gave his new friend's ears a scratch. 
"You gonna stay in here while | go and take a look out there? Make sure that nothing steals the RV okay?" 


The cat just squeezed his eyes closed and began to make the deep, rumbling purr that Julian had come to love. 
It was a sound that comforted him and helped to chase away the occasional terrors of the night. Julian gave 
him one last ear scratch before he climbed down from the RV. This time he made sure to shut the door; the 
last thing he wanted was to lose Dulce. 


He stood and stared at the trees. Somewhere to his left was Pelham, now all but hidden by what stood before 
him. Behind him was miles of nothingness and the snaking, swirling line of the highway. If he continued north he 


could make it as far as Michigan before having to leave the road. 


The field before him was devoid of life. There were no animals of any kind. Even the houses on either side of it 


appeared to be empty. The buildings had to have been built in the wake of the crash so whoever owned them 
had to have known about what had apparently happened. Or maybe they hadn't and had only discovered the 


area's dark truth in the weeks and months following their occupation of the houses. 


Ducking through the taunt wire fence, Julian began to make his way across the sun-scorched field. The uncut 
grass rustled beneath his feet and he could feel the sun searing the back of his head. A light breeze tickled 
the ends of his hair, whipping it around his shoulders before allowing it to settle again. The field looked as 
though it hadn't been touched in months, if not years and his feet caught twigs and stones as he made his 


way across the open space. 


There was another fence on the opposite side and Julian carefully pushed his way through the sharp wires. He 
could feel his heart rate picking up and his stomach tightened as he stepped into the trees. Every one of his 
remaining senses seemed to be on high alert as he scanned the area. Yet, just like the Guidestones, the trees 


were as silent as the dead of night. 


Darkness seemed to permeate the the forest, curling around the trunks of the trees before dying when it 
reached sunlight. Looking over his shoulder, Julian could see that the sun was still up. He knew that there were 
still several hours of daylight yet the thick gloom didn't feel the product of a sunset or the canopy of leaves. 
It felt old and wise as though it had been in the area far longer than the local population had been. Julian tried 
to shake off the fear that was churning in his gut. 


He took a step deeper into the trees. Twigs snapped beneath his feet and the fear rose another notch. With his 
throat drying, he wished that he'd bought a bottle of water with him. He dared not call out in case he scared 
whatever may be hiding in the depths of the forest. The creeping feeling that trees knew why he was there 


continued to linger over him. 


The lights that he saw every night had been a source of comfort rather than one of fear. Yet the way that 
the trees were closing around him made him feel claustrophobic. He felt like his presence wasn't wanted and 
like he was walking over hallowed ground. He continued to walk, taking one slow step after another. The darkness 
wrapped around him, cloaking him from the outside world If he stumbled and fell no one would know where he 
was. Julian was suddenly glad of the message that he'd sent to Tyler before he'd set off on his journey into 
the forest. 


The trees felt as though they were sucking the light out of the air. As well as water, he also hadn't picked up 
a flashlight. Julian had betted on the sunlight penetrating the trees and, while in most situations it probably 
would have, the forest he was in was not a normal forest. He took his phone from his pocket and noticed that 
the two bars of signal that he'd had a few moments previously had, like the sunlight, vanished. Turning on the 
phone's flashlight, he swept the beam over the forest floor and picked his way among fallen branches and 
outcrops of rocks. Something flickered across his peripheral vision and Julian stumbled. His phone flipped across 
the leave-covered ground and free hand tried to catch himself as he fell into the mulch. Pain spiked up his 


arm and Julian cursed. 


Rolling to sit on his backside, Julian looked around himself. The phone had landed flashlight up and its bright 


light illuminated the haggard trees. Above them he could see the sunlight trying to break through but never 
managing to penetrate the gloom. Looking around himself, Julian tried to slow his hammering heart. His right 
hand was pockmarked with scratches and he wiped it on his jeans before lifting it to wipe away the sweat that 
dotted his forehead. He'd only caught a brief glimpse of the shadow that had fled past him. Whatever it was 
had been tall with long slender limbs. With it had come the cloying stench of sulphur. 


Julian took several deep breaths and shifted a little as the pain and shock of his fall began to subside. He 
frowned as he shifted his feet. Whatever was beneath them felt different to the jagged rock that was 
pressing into his backside. Sliding down the gentle rise, Julian kicked the layer of leaves and deadwood aside to 
reveal a slab of polished stone. The stone wasn't the same dull grey that he'd seen on his climb into the trees. 
Instead it was jet black and looked almost like marble. His fingers skimmed over the surface and picked out 
what felt like engravings. Getting to his feet, Julian reclaimed his phone and shone the flashlight onto the 


smooth surface. 
"What the fuck?" 


Crude images were etched into the stone. They appeared to show some kind of craft, trees and a pile of what 
looked like bodies. Tall figures stood beside the bodies and something in a language that Julian couldn't decipher 
was written beneath the drawings. He quickly took a photograph before getting to his feet and pocketing the 

phone. The feeling that he wasn't wanted was closing in on him, wrapping around his body and pressing against 


his chest. His skin felt cold to the touch and he was sure that he could feel eyes watching him. 

He skidded down the gently rolling hill, his ankle throbbing with pain as he tried not to stumble again. Leaves 
and fallen branches snagged at his ankles and hindered his descent. When daylight hit his face, Julian felt a 
sense of relief wash over him. It felt as though he'd left something behind and his steps lightened as he 
crossed the field and returned to the RV. Pulling himself up into the cab, he turned to take one last look at the 
place of the biggest crash that no one knew about. 


Barely visible in the shadows of the trees and foothills was a tall, slender figure. 


The short drive back to Pelham was fraught with the knowing that the story he'd been told hadn't just been 
that. There was truth to it and someone, or something, lived up in the forest. And the slab.. Julian had had the 
feeling that the hill was hallowed ground. 

‘Is a fuckin graveyard,” he murmured. 

Beside him, the cat flicked an ear. 


"A fuckin’ graveyard, Dulce." 


His mind was whirling with what to do. If there were bodies, alien bodies, up in the hill then they needed to 


excavate or at least get ground-penetrating radar and see what lay beneath the surface. But before he 
started making phone calls he needed to know who owned the land. He decided that the best place to find that 


information was at Pelham's self-appointed tourist information. 


Julian pulled onto the post office's parking lot and looked at the small building. Lucy had said that they opened 
at eight and closed at twelve. He remembered that he'd left a little after ten because he'd looked at the clock 
before pulling away from the parking lot. He'd probably only been gone for a little over an hour so why had 
she closed up already? 


Closing his eyes, Julian took a deep breath. Slowly he reopened them and looked at the digital clock that sat in 
the dash of the RV. The clock read 1333. Feeling the chill begin to return, Julian yanked the phone from his 
pocket. The time was exactly the same and, as well as the time, the screen was awash with messages from 


Tyler. 

Got if. Report you if you go missing 

John wants to talk. Can you call him? 

ust tried calling. Your phone's going straight fo voicemail Are you okay? 

ules, can you check your cloud storage, please? There's some very strange images being uploaded. 


The last message caught his attention. It was timed an hour ago, which was when he'd been among the trees. 
He knew that the phone had been out of range and in his pocket at that time. So how had anything been 
uploaded? Unlocking the phone, Julian clicked the Photos icon and waited as they loaded. 


There were a few that he'd taken to send to Tyler as well as the one of the strange stone marker. But 
sandwiched between them were two that he didn't recognise. The small icons appeared to be all black and Julian 


clicked on the first one to enlarge it. 
"What the-" 


The image appeared to show two out of focus figures. Willowy limbs extended from too-tall bodies and their 
faces were blackened, distorted by the poor quality of the image. He scrolled to the second photograph and felt 
the grip on his phone loosen Two oval shaped faces, again out of focus, stared into the camera. Despite the 


quality, he could make out their huge black eyes and tiny slit mouths. 


With his hands shaking, he put the phone on the dash and fumbled in his wallet for Kevin's business card. 
Attaching the photographs to an email, he quickly explained that he was in Pelham and had been to the crash 


site. He promised to call later with more details. 


His throat was dry and tight and his thirst from earlier had been all but forgotten until that moment. He 
grabbed a bottle of water from the centre console and drank it in one go. Throughout it all, Dulce hadn't 


murmured or complained. Either the cat wasn't hungry or.. 


Bending down, he pressed a kiss to the fat cat's head. "You're not one of them, are you? You're just a cat who 


wants a sunbeam and the occasional meal. l'm gonna make it up to you, buddy. Chicken dinner for us both 


tonight." 


Dulce just just flicked his ears and started with his deep, engine-like purring. 


On returning to the RV park, Julian mulled over the day as he cooked dinner for Dulce and himself. The cat 


danced around his ankles, suddenly vocal at the promise of food. 


Here he was, out in the middle of nowhere and on a quest to answer the question of his lifelong visitations 
from groups of UFOs. Once more, he'd become caught up in other cases. Only this time he seemed to have 
landed the jackpot rather than to just be chasing uncorroborated stories. Pelham was the case that no one 
knew about and appeared to have the evidence to back it up. All he had to do was extract the evidence from 


the ground. 


Picking up the cat's bowl, Julian filled it with chicken and gravy before plating up his own. He sat at the table 
and gazed at the view over the lake. The sky was as clear as a bell and the water lapped at the sandy shore. 
Julian knew that he could stay out there forever, surrounded by nature and chasing the answers that always 


seemed to be just out of reach. 

But he couldn't sit still for long. He'd never been able to settle, at least not in the physical sense, and, once 
he'd finished his meal, he was back on his feet. He paced the RV as he tried to shake the images and feelings 
that lingered with him. What he'd experienced among the trees had been extraordinary and there was 
something resembling photographs to prove it. People would argue that the images were forgeries but that 


didn't do anything to dampen what had happened. 


Picking up his phone from beside the sink, Julian dialled Kevin's number. With Dulce trotting beside him, he 
continued to pace the RV as he waited for it to be answered. 


"Kevin Lee speaking." 
"Kevin, it's Julian." 
"Julian, exactly what is on those photographs?" 


Julian took a deep breath and paused to look out of the window. Sunset was beginning to creep across the sky, 
the colours swirling through one another to form a beautiful painting. 


"| don't know, Kevin. The phone was in my pocket and, as far as | know, was out of range. There's no way that 


they could have uploaded to my storage." 
"Who found them?" 


"My partner," he replied. "He regularly checks on my apps to make sure that they're working properly. He 
spotted the photographs and messaged me about them." 


"Did you see anything up there?" Kevin's voice had lost the anxiety of his first sentences and he sounded as 
though he'd gone into investigative mode. 


"Just a flicker of a shadow. But it caused me to trip and fall. Because of that | uncovered a flat marble 
marker with images engraved into it" 


"Did you get a photo?" 


"| did" Sitting at the table, Julian pulled his computer close. He opened an email and attached the photo before 
sending it. "It's on its way to you." 


"Thanks. What do you think it is?" 
"From the imagery it looked like it could be a grave marker. Kevin, | think that hill is a graveyard" 


There was silence from the other end of the phore, silence that was laden with disbelief. Julian chewed on his 


thumbnail as he waited. Finally, Kevin spoke, "Are you sure?" 


"| can't be sure, no. But the feeling.. It's like nothing I've ever felt before. Heavy and oppressive, like there's 
something that wants people to stay away. And the darkness.. You wouldn't believe the darkness. It doesn't lift 
and, even though it was morning, about lOam, when | went, | couldn't see a thing. | was lucky that | got away 


with a sore ankle and a bruised ego." 


‘lm looking at the photo now and | think that you're right, Julian. I'm looking at bodies and other figures 
standing over them. It looks like there were deaths that night. What are you thinking?" 


"OF doing? | was going to carry on but | can't, not with this hanging over me. Kevin, this could be the biggest 
crash that no one knows about. Whoever covered it up did a great job, up to and including stopping the locals 
from talking. I'd love to know what's up on that hill but I'm not going back by myself" 


"Ground penetrating radar and the like?" 


Julian nodded even though Kevin couldn't see him. "That's exactly what I'm thinking. But | need to find out who 
owns that land and whether they'll allow us to go crawling all over it” He paused and bit his lower lip before 
taking a deep breath. "Kevin, | wasn't entirely truthful with you the other day. When | said that | was 


investigating the cases of a couple of people who'd been followed all of their lives | was referring to myself. 


Ever since | was a kid I've seen lights in the sky. Every night without fail. And I'm tired of wondering what they 
are. So | hit the road in the hopes of finding the answer. Instead I've stumbled upon this crash and now | can't 


back away from it. | need to know what, if anything, is under that hill." 


"You think I'm going to be angry, don't you? I'm not angry, Julian. | understand completely. You didn't know who | 
was and, until that night, | didn't know who you were." 


He frowned. "How do you mean?" 


"I Googled you. Julian, you have every right to hide your story. But you don't. You tell people. You're a brave 
man because l'm sure that you've faced incredible amounts of ridicule. The last thing that you needed was 
some guy you met at the Guidestones adding to that torment. Look, Liz knows that I'm going to up and 
disappear at a moment's notice so l'm going to grab a team of guys - probably three or four at the most - 


and come out there. I'm as curious as you to know what's going on" 


Julian smiled to himself. "Thanks. | appreciate that. And please know that I'll do whatever | can to help you 
guys." 


"You're welcome. Try and find out who, if anyone, owns that land and keep in touch. We're currently over in 
Alabama so it's not going to take too long for us to get to you. I'll get a few of the guys on the road and we'll 
meet you there. Where are you staying?" 


Julian rattled off the name of the RV park that he was staying in and made a promise that he'd speak to 
them in the morning and get spaces reserved. Truth be told, he was craving the company of like-minded 
people. Dulce was great, as was Tyler and everyone he worked with. But none of them had an interest in what 
went on above their heads. Their disinterest left him feeling cold and alone and in need of others like himself. 
Even Tyler couldn't keep up with his obsession and resorted to unlimited patience and occasionally feigning 


interest. 
Ill see you in the next day or so. Take care, Julian, and don't go back into those woods alone." 


Julian dropped his phone onto the table and stared out of the window. Dulce hopped up beside him and 
proceeded to crawl into his lap. Julian smiled to himself and petted the cat as he looked at the crystal clear 
sky. The sun had set and left a wash of red and gold in its wake. The rains weren't coming and he doubted that 
his lights were either. 


Author's Notes: 
Letters From Montauk found its soundtrack! Monster-The Automatic. 


Julian woke to a crick in his neck and the cat curled up against his back The source of the pain turned out to 
be the book that he'd been reading; at some point during the night he'd obviously fallen asleep on it. And Dulce.. 
Dulce never left his side. He never complained or clawed or really did anything that cats were supposed to do 
other than sleep, eat, and stay close to Julian. It was almost as though Dulce was, in some part, a furry 


guardian angel. 

Reaching behind himself, Julian scratched at the furry, purring body. The sun was already up and Julian could 
feel himself beginning to get hot beneath the RV's thick blankets. Brock obviously hadn't had the time to swap 
the winter linen for the summer linen 

Thinking about the rental place made Julian realise that he only had a couple of days before he had to turn 
and head back up north. He had two days, maybe three at a push, to find out exactly what was going on in the 
trees. And he couldn't ask for another extension on the rental. Nor could he jeopardise the rest of the tour by 
arriving home mere hours before he needed to board a plane. John would no doubt report him as missing if he 


wasn't home at least a week before they were due back out on the road. 


"Fuck it." Julian pushed himself to the edge of the bed and sat up. Gazing at the brown and gold carpet he 
mulled over his options. He could turn back in the next forty-eight hours and play at being the good little rock 
star. 

Grabbing his phone from the shelf above the headboard, Julian dialled Brock's number. 

"Hi, Brock. It's Julian. Look, about the RV. Can | buy it from you?" 

There was silence from the other end of the phone before the other man replied, "Are you serious?" 


‘Completely serious. How much does this thing retail for brand new?" 


"Four hundred thousand, give or take. But that one's a couple of years old and has got, what? The best part of 


a sixty thousand miles on the clock?" 
"Fifty seven thousand and forty seven miles ," Julian replied. "I'll give you five hundred thousand for it." 


"Julian! It's not worth anywhere near that much anymore. Come on, let me give it to you for a better price." 


Julian smiled as he got to his feet. "Brock, | can afford it. | get the five star treatment wherever | go so | 
don't need all the money that | make. Let me put it to good use. Use the money to buy another one and put 
your kids through college." 


He heard Brock sigh and could almost imagine the fatherly figure pinching the bridge of his nose. Julian knew 
that he had to put up with petulant daughters. Now he was having to deal with a petulant musician, too. 


"Okay, okay. But only because it's you. Give me your address and I'll get all the documents sent over to you." 


"You're amazing. Thank youl I'll get the money transferred over to you once | get off of the phone. This means 


a lot to me, Brock" 
"tm glad that | could help. And, Julian, whatever you're up to out there stay safe." 
"| will. | promise." 


Hanging up the phone, Julian turned on his computer. While his computer was warming up, he made a pot of 
fresh coffee and got to work. First on his list was transferring the money to Brock. He followed that up with 


an email containing his address for Brock to forward the documents to. 


He'd debated his next job for the past several days. While it was a particular low move on his part, it was also 
something that Julian knew that he needed to do. Draining the last of his coffee, he picked up his phone and 
began to block anyone who was related to his band. Management, lawyers, promoters, the band themselves; all 
of them were moved to a black list, at least for the next few days. The only person who would have any kind 
of contact with him was Tyler. 


Refilling his mug, Julian set to work finding a ground penetrating radar rig. Luck seemed to be on his side and 
noted the number for a company in nearby Chattanooga. Beneath the phone number, he wrote a list of supplies 
for himself and the group who'd be assisting in the search. 


He fed Dulce and fixed himself a quick breakfast of eggs and toast before making himself look presentable. He 
needed to see Lucy before she closed up for the day. She was his only link to the town and possibly the only 
person who'd be willing to talk about the crash. 


Opening the door, Julian was about to step outside to wind in the awning when he noticed a pile of sticks and 
twigs on the RV's step. They'd been piled along the length of the metal rung and, while he could have explained 
a few away as debris from nearby trees, the ones he was looking at had been neatly stacked. He felt a chill 
run through him and he looked up to see who else was in the area, wondering if it was some kind of token or 
message from another camper. But, other than himself, there wasn't a sign of another soul. He was alone, 
surrounded by trees and with the lake before him. He took a quick photo of the pile to show to whoever might 
be able to explain it. 


Stepping over the pile, he carefully picked it up. Just tossing the sticks to the wind felt disrespectful so he 


placed them at the base of tree. Julian gave them one last look as a shiver rode up his spine. Suddenly his old 
life didn't seem as closeted as he'd previously thought it had been 


If he'd though that running his own company was hard work, Julian had never dreamed of the complexities 
that came with chasing UFOs. Not only did he have to gain permission to scan the land but there were also the 
strange events that were coming with it. Julian suspected that strange photographs, shadowy figures, and 
precisely placed piles of sticks were only the beginning. 


He headed back into Pelham, determined to find out who owned the hill behind the abandoned farm. The town 
was as quiet as Julian expected it to be with no cars on the road and definitely no one in the post office. 
Parking in the same spot as the previous day, he cracked the window open for Dulce and made his way into 


the tiny building. 


The air of resignation still hung over the post office, mingling with the dust that danced in the sunlight. Faded 
posters dotted the walls, hung with rusting push pins. Perpendicular to the main counter was a smaller one for 
people to stop and address parcels or, in Julian's case, the postcard that he'd yet to write to Tyler. He sighed 
inwardly and promised himself that he'd do it once he was finished with trying to find the landowner. 


Lucy was standing behind the counter, seemingly sorting something when he walked in. She looked up and gave 


him a smile. 
"Well, if it isn't the UFO hunter returning from his trek. How did it go yesterday?" 


Julian dragged a stool from beside the small counter and set it before her. Pulling himself up, he rested his 


elbows on the Formica counter top. "How long have you got?" 
She glanced at the clock above her left shoulder. "Two hours and fifty minutes. Shoot" 


He filled her in on what had happened; the hill's impenetrable darkness, shadow figures, bizarre photos, and 
missing time. Her eyes grew wider with every passing twist of the tale until a soft "What the Hell?" passed 
her lips. 


"So I've come to ask you a favour," he said. "I want to know who owns the hill so that | can take some ground 


penetrating radar up there and find out what's under the ground." 


Lucy let out a slow sigh and looked at a spot beyond his shoulder. "As far as | know, the land's part of the 
state park so you'd have to ask them permission. You can look their number up online. But | don't think that 
they'd particularly mind you going in there to just survey the ground. Are you going in alone?" 


"Hell no," he replied with a laugh. "There's some guys coming up to help. Do you know of anyone else who'd talk 
about the crash?" 


At that, Lucy's face darkened and she shook her head. Strands of blonde hair fell from her ponytail and 
whispered around her face. No. They like to keep their heads down when it comes to that.. incident. Personally, | 
think that they were threatened into silence by the government. And, between you and me, | think that the 


government occasionally returns to remind them to keep quiet" 
"How do you mean?" Julian leaned a little closer, curious to hear her side of life in a small town 


"Expensive cars with blacked out windows and no license plates. Men in black suits going door to door. Not a lot 


stays quiet in Pelham, except for that crash." 


"And with creatures living in the woods, the government have every reason to keep them quiet," Julian 


commented. 


The young woman grinned. “Exactly. Those men creep me out. They were here, knocking on doors, just before 


Christmas." 


"Men in black," he replied. "There's definitely something going on if they're making an appearance. They only get 
cracked out for the things that the government truly do want to keep hidden" 


"What are they?" Lucy's voice was almost a whisper as though she was trying to hide her questions from 
someone and Julian wondered if there was more to the town than UFOs and men in black. He wouldn't have 


been surprised if she'd turned around and told him that the phones were tapped and the buildings were bugged. 


“Speculation says that they're aliens in the employ of the government and are used to scare people into silence 


about UFO issues." 
"Like the movie?" 
"Just like the movie." Julian frowned playfully. "You're old enough to remember that?" 


Lucy laughed, breaking her previous nervousness. "I'm twenty-nine. | caught those movies on Netflix a couple 


of years back." 


Julian reached into his wallet and took out a business card. "This is my number. If the men in black turn up 


again, give me a call. I'd like to see them." 


Lucy took the card and looked at it. "You're serious, aren't you? Like you're a serious UFO hunter and not just 


some guy who's after creepy stories?" 


He nodded. "I am. Been trying for years to explain what they are and now | find myself investigating cases like 


this. The more | find out, the more fascinated | become." 


"Well, you've definitely caught my interest. I've never really thought about them before." She glanced at the 


card before giving him a smile. "It's a pleasure to meet you, Julian” 
"Goes both ways," he replied. "Never stop looking at the skies, Lucy, and never stop asking questions.” 


With that, he bid her farewell. As he was leaving, his phone rang with a number that he didn't recognise. He 


waited until he was outside and beneath the post office's wooden overhang before answering it. 
"Julian Bell speaking." 


"Julian, it's Mark. | got your details from Dan. Sorry for bothering you but we need to talk. Are you in an open 
space with other people around?" 


Julian looked around himself. He was stood at the crossroads of two major roads with the post office behind 
him. Other than Lucy, he was alone. 


"| am," he replied 


"Good. Julian, | had a visit after you left. Some men from the government were enquiring as to the nature of 
your visit. | said that you were a friend of a friend who'd pulled in for a rest stop. But | doubt that they 
believed me. Dan and myself have been under surveillance for many years and | have reason to believe that 


you'll be joining us. Keep your wits about you and keep checking in with loved ones." 


Mark's words made him feel light-headed and reminded him of the message that he'd sent to Tyler the 


previous day. 

"A white van with blacked out windows and Indiana plates," he muttered. 
"What about it?" 

"It followed me from Morganton to Tennessee." 


"Sounds like they're already onto you," Mark replied. "Like | said, stay alert and stay with other people. Take 


care, Julian." 


With that, the line went dead and Julian was left staring across the sun-bathed parking lot. There was no sign 
of life and the only sound he could hear was the birds chirruping on the phone wires above his head. 


Snapping back to the moment, Julian sent a message to Tyler to let him know that he was okay. It was then 
that a sudden thought hit him. Going to the RV, Julian crawled beneath the long vehicle. His eyes scanned the 
length of the of the chassis looking for anything that was out of place. When he didn't find it, Julian sighed and 
lay down on the warm asphalt. The thought slowly formed as he stared up at the mud and dust splattered 
underside of the RV. Why would the government use a tracking device when Julian already had one in his 


pocket? On top of that, the RV had a built in satellite navigation system meaning and Julian was willing to bet 
that the model he now owned also had its own onboard tracker. The government didn't need to chase him in 


order to follow him. They just had to log onto the systems that he already had. 


The drive to Chattanooga took him a little under an hour. For the first time since he'd landed in New York, 


Julian was ignoring the scenery. Instead, his thoughts were on his conversations with Lucy and Mark. 


Pelham was obviously a town that was under siege from a government agency that didn't want word of an 
earthly alien colony getting out. The tiny town functioned on an unwritten law of silence that had now been 
broken by its own postmistress. As for Mark's phone call.. That had left him chilled to the core and Julian was 


willing to admit that he was scared, not just for himself but also for his loved ones. 


He found a big-box supermarket and parked as far from the building as possible. While he knew that the 
chance of him being physically followed was slim he couldn't shake the unnerving feeling of eyes boring into the 


back of his head. 


Once inside and bathed in the stark glow of fluorescent lights, Julian began to relax. He allowed his guard to slip 
a little as he wandered the aisles and tossed boxes and trays of food into the cart. Upbeat pop music played 
over the store's speakers and he couldn't help but smile as one of his songs began to play. The music and 
lyrics were a reminder of another time and place, one where he'd sat and stared at the sea and debated all 
that could happen. He'd written about lost love and missed opportunities. At the time he'd never dreamed that 
he could hit the heights that he had. 


His smile was soft as he began to load the cart with the ingredients for a barbecue. Other than music and 
UFOs, one of the things that he knew very well was grilling meat. 


Collecting the ground-penetrating radar couldn't have been easier. Julian found the company that he needed 
just a short drive from the supermarket. Once he'd explained that they were planning on surveying the side of 
a hill, the staff fixed him up with the equipment that he needed and gave him a demonstration Finally, they 
loaded it onto the RV and wished him good luck. 


Once Dulce had given the equipment the once over, Julian pulled back out onto the road with the cat curled up 
in the passenger seat. The strip malls and industrial buildings slowly gave way to clusters of dwellings. Before 
long, Julian found himself back in the tree-dense wilderness. With it came the feeling that all wasn't right. For a 
while he'd been among concrete and and humanity and he'd felt fine, his worries all but forgotten. But as the 
trees closed in around him, the feeling of ill-ease began to return For the first time he was doubting his 
decision to stay on the road and was wondering whether he should have heeded the phone calls from John and 


Tyler to turn around and make his way back home. 


Back at the State Park, Julian found a familiar RV parked up beside his spot. The awning was out with two 
people sitting beneath it. Pulling alongside the other RV, Julian rolled down his window and grinned. 


lm so glad to see you, guys. Thank you for coming out. | really appreciate it." 


Kevin smiled up at him. "No problem, Julian. The other guys should be here in the next few hours. Why don't 


you park up and join us for a drink?" 
Julian parked up and got out. He took a deep breath of the fresh lake air and felt a sense of relief wash over 
him. There were now other people in the vicinity, people who believed him just as much as he believed them. 


They were all kindred spirits, their ideas and opinions gelling together and becoming one. 


Turning back to the RV, he looked at the sleeping cat. "You coming?" he asked. "Or do you want to stay where 


you are?" 


Dulce just flicked an ear and Julian smiled to himself. No amount of persuading would get the cat to move so 


Julian quietly shut the door and wandered over to Kevin and Liz. 


The older couple welcomed him with open arms and home-made lemonade. Feeling more relaxed than he had 


done twenty-four hours previously, Julian sank into one of their canvas chairs and let his head roll back. 
"Busy coupla days, huh?" Kevin asked. 


Julian nodded, his eyes on the striped awning above his head. "You could say that" Lifting his head, he winced 


as his neck cracked. "Thank you for answering my call. You don't know how much | need you guys right now." 
Liz gave him a warm smile. "Any time. But just know that Kevin owes me big time now.’ 


"And you'll get your bathroom and your bedroom renovated now. Just let us do this you'll get them," her 
husband retorted. 


Julian chuckled softly. "Liz, you give me a list of what you want doing and I'll get it done for you. My way of 
saying thank you." 


"Julian." Her voice was soft and motherly and Julian felt himself going to back down, 

Instead he shook his head. "My gift. To you guys. You know who | am so please don't tell me it's going to be 
expensive. You've come a long way for me and its fair that | do the same for you." He smiled. "Heck, if you 
want a whole new house, just say so." 


She reached over and swatted at his knee. "Julian!" 


He had to laugh at her scolding. "You remind me of my Mom. I'll have to take her out to lunch when | get 


home because I've unfortunately been neglecting her over these past weeks." 
"You do that. She'd appreciate it," Kevin said. "So, what in the Devil has been going on out here?" 


Closing his eyes, Julian took a deep breath and retold his story. He included what Lucy had told him about the 


town being silent on the issue. 


"And then there's this." Taking out his phone, he flicked to the photograph of the pile of sticks from earlier in 
the day. "These were on the step when | got up this morning. Just like that." 


Kevin took the phone from him and examined the image. Julian saw the other man raise an eyebrow before he 


handed the device back. 


"While | don't know who left them, | do know that there's a couple of meanings behind piles of sticks. In some 
beliefs, they're used to bind a spirit to a building and stop it from leaving. However, in your case, | think it may 
come from an old, and widely unknown, custom that lives in the mountains here on the eastern side of the 
country. When someone had wronged another the only form of justice was vigilante. There was no police in 
those areas and, if there was, they probably never would have responded. So the rest of the inhabitants would 
leave a pile of sticks on the doorstep as a warning to the accused. It was the only warning they'd get to 
change their behaviour or face the consequences. So | suspect that this is a warning of sorts. Not to change 


your behaviour but to stop looking into things you shouldn't be looking into and get the Hell out of Dodge." 

"Oh." Julian suddenly felt cold in the humid evening air. "So what do you suggest?" 

"Not a lot you can do at the moment. You've committed to going up that hill and seeing what's under it. All we 
can do is wait and see if anything does happen. Hopefully it won't. But these wild parts of the country are 
riddled with folklore and superstition so we'll just have to keep our wits about us." The older man smiled softly. 


"Try not to worry, Julian. It's all gonna be okay. Hey, did you find out who owned that land?" 


Its part of the state park but is in such a remote area that its unlikely that anyone will care if we go up 


there. So I've hired the radar and we can go up whenever you guys are ready." 


Kevin nodded. "We'll be ready tomorrow." 


Over the course of the next two hours, three more RVs of varying sizes arrived and Julian was introduced to 


Randy, Dave, and Tim. 


He unloaded the grill from the back of the RV and began to set it up. "Hope y'all like barbecue. Had to think of 


a way to thank you all for coming out so I've stocked up on food and beer." 


Randy, a larger man who appeared to be in his fifties and who'd arrived in a smaller yellow RV that had 


obviously seen better days, smiled. "Don't have to thank us. Kevin calls and we turn up, especially for 


something like this. He filled us in on what you'd found and there was no way that we were saying no." 


"So are you all-" Julian pointed to them with a pair of metal tongues. 


"Part of USUFON?" Dave asked. "Sure are and have been for years. We all got to know one another through 
the network and decided to work together. There's been a few tensions between some of the board members 
so it seemed wise for those of us who are already investigators to split off a little and look into things 


ourselves." 


Julian nodded and turned back to setting up the grill. Dave was tall and lean and had a neat head of greying 
auburn hair. His RV was parked up behind Kevin and Liz and, to Julian's untrained eye, he looked to be the 
youngest of the group. 


"Kevin told us your story," Tim said. Tim was probably the elder of the group. With grey, receding hair and a 
salt and pepper moustache, he'd driven from nearby Memphis. He held an ice-cold beer and his demeanour told 


Julian that he'd most likely served in the military. 


Liz placed a bowl of potato salad at his elbow. "It's certainly an interesting story and, for once, I'm not annoyed 
at Kevin for hauling us away on another of his escapades. You might actually have physical proof here in 
Pelham." 


"Physical proof that they've been trying to cover up for the past fifty years," Randy quipped. 


Liz smiled and Julian could see a glimmer in her eyes. Despite her gentle teasing of Kevin, Julian suspected that 


she enjoyed the UFO talk as much as he did. 


"Very true," she replied. "But you may be at a turning point. Not just for yourselves but for all of humanity." 


They spent the remainder of the evening sitting beside the grill as they talked and ate. Julian learned about the 
lives of the ageing team of UFO hunters. They'd connected through the USUFON a decade earlier and before 
politics and power play had started to creep in. While the Network maintained a friendly looking front, behind 
the scenes was a nightmare of staff coming and going. The four men, along with Liz, had decided to do their 
investigations without the blessing of the Network but to submit any significant findings to the Network's 
database. 


"Our motorhomes are loaded with the best equipment money can buy," Dave said. "We've got everything we 


need to gather any crucial evidence." 


Julian took a drink of beer. "Any cases l'd have heard of?" 


"Did you follow the UFO wave that occurred over Las Vegas, New Mexico a couple of years ago?" Tim asked. 


Julian nodded. "I did. Everyone joked that they were looking for Area 5I, had taken a wrong turn, and ended up in 
the wrong Vegas." 


In his pocket, Julian felt his phone vibrate but dared not glance at it. He suspected that his blocking everyone 
he worked with had worked and Tyler was giving him Hell about it. 


"That's the one," Tim continued. "The footage that the media used was ours." The older man chuckled. "We're 
the stringers of the UFO world, chasing and photographing things that others dare not utter the name of" 


Julian chuckled. His phone continued to vibrate and he finally took it from his pocket. Tyler's name flashed 
across the screen and Julian struggled with his conscience. While he knew he should answer it, at that precise 
moment he wanted to stow the phone in some place where he couldn't see it and just ignore its incessant 
vibrating. The screen finally faded to black before lighting up once more. Julian shook his head and looked at the 
gathered group. 


‘Ive gotta take this. Sorry." 


He got to his feet and walked back to the RV. Dropping into one of the reclining armchairs, he answered the 
phone. 


"Hey, Tyler." 


"Jules, I'm normally calm with you. I'm the one who can explain your sometimes odd behaviour to everyone. I'm 
the one everyone else comes to when the need to try and unravel the mystery of your brain. But blocking 
everyone's phone numbers is a new one even for you." Tyler sounded as though he was struggling to remain 
calm and Julian could hardly blame him. The poor guy had probably spent the entire day going through the 


wringer as phone calls were declined and voice mail messages were automatically deleted. 
g P g y 
‘| can explain-" he started. 


"You don't need to explain, Jules. | know what's going on; you've got in over your head again and this time you 


don't want anyone to know." 
There was no denying it and Julian had to agree with him. "l'm onto something, Tyler" 


"You're always onto something. That's part of the problem and | do wonder how much of it is avoidance of 
facing your real life. Because you make an album, go on tour and suddenly, halfway through the tour, you need 
to disappear. I'm not even sure if there are UFOs anymore or if it's just you looking for a way out when your 


brain starts to overload." 


"You know they're real-" 


‘Oh, | know they're real. I've seen them. But sometimes | do wonder if you're making excuses to escape your 


responsibilities." 


Julian sighed and rolled his head back against the chair's thick leather back. "I'm not trying to escape. Deep 


down you know this." 
"I know. | know." From across the miles, he heard Tyler sigh. "But there are times when | do wonder. That's all. 
I'm the rational one of us. But you can't go blocking people, especially not at times like this. Julian, you're due 


back on the road in a few days." 


He chuckled softly. "There you go, using my government name to try and intimidate me. You know that's not 


going to work and, as always, I'll turn up twenty-four hours before I'm due on a plane." 

"That's what worries me. And, sadly, is one of the many reasons | love your crazy ass. All l'm trying to say is 
don't piss John, and the others, off too much. You don't want it biting you in the ass a couple of years down 
the line when you dream up some crazy idea that you need their help with." 

"I know," he meekly replied. 

"IIl tell them that you're alive and well and haven't been kidnapped by the government.” 


"Thanks." 


"You're welcome. Look after yourself, Jules, and please keep checking in. | don't want to have to initiate a 


manhunt." 

Julian smiled. "I will. Love you." 

"Love you, too. Enjoy the rest of your evening." 

Dulce decided to make his presence known just as Julian was hanging up. He smiled down at the cat. 

“Alright, buddy?" 

The cat meowed before jumping up into Julian's lap. He turned a few times before settling down, his deep, 
rumbling purr massaging Julian's thighs. For a moment, he sat and stroked the cats thick fur, enjoying the 
peace and serenity that the creature bought. He could feel himself beginning to relax, the tension in his back 


and shoulders melting away. 


"There's food left on the grill," he murmured "You want a burger? Or some chicken?" 


At the mention of food, Dulce stood and stretched, his back arching and ears flicking. Julian picked the cat up 
and carried him outside. The group were talking quietly among themselves as though fearful of whatever 
spirits lived among the trees. After his encounter on the hill and the morning's pile of sticks, Julian couldn't 


blame them for wanting to keep a low profile in front of the spirit world. 


He set Dulce in the canvas chair that he'd vacated a few moments earlier and plucked a piece of well cooked 


chicken from the grill. 

"I didn't know that you had a cat," Liz said. 

Julian turned and smiled at her. His fingers deftly stripped the chicken and fed it to the now hungry cat. "| 
didn't. He hopped in at the Guidestones and refused to leave. | figured he was a stray and, well, he won't leave 
so I've kept him. He's good company. 

"What's his name?" Randy asked. 

Julian's smile widened to a grin. "Dulce." 

"After the supposedly-mythical base in New Mexico?" 


"That's the one." 


The small group broke down in fits of laughter, the hushed tones of a minute earlier dissipating into the night. 
Dulce did little more than flick an ear and continue to feast on the offered chicken. 
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The next morning dawned with a light mist floating across the lake and the woody scent of the trees 
surrounding him. Julian sat beside his RV with a mug of coffee in one hand and the remnants of the previous 
evening's cook out on a plate. The early hours always felt so tranquil, quietening his racing, creative mind. Yet 
his mind wasn't on his band, nor his music. His thoughts were drifting towards the hills that surrounded them. 


Did aliens really live there? Or was it some kind of spirit that had been left behind to defend the forest? And 


if so, what was it defending? 


As Kevin had said, the area was ripe with superstition Every crossroads had a legend and every piece of 
forest had its own spirit, fae, or demon lurking in the shadows. While some people may have scoffed at the 


idea of anything spiritual, to Julian they were as real as the lights that crept through the night. 


His soul ached at the thought of his mysterious nightly orbs. They, and the rain, had stayed away for another 
night leaving Julian to ponder what the coming days would bring. 


He heard the creak of another door opening and peered around his RV to see Kevin blinking in the early 


morning sun. The older man gazed over the lake before turning and giving Julian a smile. 
"Beautiful morning.” 
"It is," Julian replied 
"Ready for today?" 


He nodded. "I am. I'm a little apprehensive but I'm eager to get up there and see what's beneath all the leaf fall 
and mulch." 


"Why are you feeling apprehensive?" 


Julian sighed and looked at the lake before returning his attention to Kevin "I've seen UFOs every night of my 
life. They've always been there, silently watching like some kind of sentry. They don't feel malicious. In fact, 
when they appear, | feel calm. Anyway, a few days ago | made a deal with them. | told them that if they 
stopped appearing then | knew that all wasn't well" He paused and searched Kevin's face for any kind of 
disbelief. When he found none, he continued, "Two, maybe three, nights ago they stopped appearing. For the 
first time in forty-seven years they were gone. So that's why l'm a little worried" 


"That's understandable. They were almost like a safety blanket or a night light. And now the night light's gone 
out." Kevin nodded towards Julian's plate. "You need a better breakfast than that. I'm cooking pancakes so let 


me make some for you, too." 


Once breakfast was done the four men of the USUFON checked over their equipment while Julian waited. The 
plan was for four of them - Julian, Kevin, Tim, and Dave - to go up onto the hill with the radar while Randy 
and Liz stayed on the road. They'd be filming and looking for any unusual activity. They would also call for help 


if anyone got injured. 


The air was heavy with the same antipathy that Julian had felt a few days previously. He could feel it growing 
as he trudged across the field, his chest tightening and his head beginning to feel heavy. He towed the radar 
unit behind him, its large spoked wheels making short work of the uneven terrain. To the uneducated observer, 
of which Julian had been until the day before, the radar looked like a child's toy with its black wheels and long 
handle. But the low-riding bed held one of the most important pieces of equipment that he'd ever used. At that 
moment not even his guitar, the one that he wielded every night on stage, could come close to the power that 


the radar held. 

"Julian, you mentioned missing time," Tim said. 

Lifting his gaze from the grass, Julian nodded. "Yeah. About three hours." 

"Do you remember anything from it?" 

He shook his head. "Not a thing. Just noticed the time when | got back into town" 

"Gonna think about having hypnosis and see if that brings anything up?" 

Julian cringed inwardly at the mention of hypnosis. He knew that it was popular among the UFO community but 
his own thoughts had always been that it wasn't for him. "I might. I'll see how | feel once all of this is over." 
He grinned. “Besides, | doubt there's anyone out this way that could do it." 

"You'd be surprised," Dave chipped in. "Just need to take a look. Maybe it's something we can look at later." 
"Maybe," Julian replied. His heart really wasn't in regressing into the depths of his mind. There were some 
things that he'd rather not recover and live through again, like the early days of his band. Those had been 
rough times as he'd tried to gain them some footing in the music industry and he'd done things that had 
blackened parts of his soul. He'd been young and naive and, to him, he'd been doing the best by the people who 
worked for him. It had only been through the love of music that he'd come out the other side with his happy- 


go-lucky demeanour. 


Julian noticed little details that he'd missed on his previous as he returned his attention to the stretch of field. 
Spots of trash that had obviously been discarded along the road littered the dips of the field and old farming 


machinery that lay rusting in the corners. 


"You were right about this place, Julian," Kevin said softly. "It doesn't feel.. right. There's no bird song, no life. 
Nothing. Just a heaviness in the air." 


He gave Kevin a lopsided smile, his mind still on the dark side of his life. "I know, right? Its just... Like something 
doesn't want us to be here." 


They lifted the gear over the wire fence before navigating it themselves. Standing at the foot of the gentle 
slope, Julian took a deep breath. 


"Straight up," he said. “That's where | went. | don't know where the grave marker is but hopefully we'll come 


across it" 


He looked to the other men and noticed flickers of fear crossing their faces. He wondered what they'd faced 
before and what they were seeing now. If they were anything like himself then the worst parts of their lives 
would be playing through their minds like long-forgotten movies. 


Dave nodded. "Come on. Let's do it before night starts falling. | don't want to be trapped out here." 


"Let's set up the monitor down here." The stage was set for Kevin to take over and Julian was happy for him 
to have control. At that moment his head was a mess with thoughts that were surfacing from years before 
and to have someone else take the lead was easier than trying to muddle through it himself. Kevin continued, 
"The ground's flat so itll be supported then a couple of you can pull the radar up a little way and see if we 
find anything.” 


They quickly set to work unpacking the monitor and making sure that it was receiving a signal from the radar 
unit. Julian attached the smaller guiding monitor to the unit's handle and plugged it in. Once it was powered up 


and ready, he turned to Kevin 
"IIl go up. Anyone else want to join me?" 


The three men looked at one another before Tim stepped forward. He carried a flashlight in one hand and a 
professional looking camera in the other. "I'll come. | know we're all feeling the strangeness of this place but 
we've gotta battle through it. This could be our biggest find to date and whatever's causing those feelings 


knows that we're coming for it. Best to just swallow it down and go for it" 


Julian gave the other man a soft smile and rested a hand on his shoulder. He could tell that all of them were 
feeling the same thing and that nerves were running high. While they would fight their feelings as much as 
possible Julian knew that patience would run thin very quickly. 


"Thanks. Let's do this." 


Pushing the radar in front of him, Julian began the ascent. Beyond the first step and as the trees towered 
over them, the darkness began to close in. Able to push the radar with one hand, he took the flashlight from 
Tim so that the other man could focus on capturing the world that they now inhabited. 


"lts dark in there," Julian murmured. "Like nothing you've ever seen before. You'd think that you'd see sunlight: 


But there's nothing. Just this hazy murk" 


Twigs snapped beneath their feet and the screen of the radar flickered as they moved. The musty smell of 
mould and dead foliage that Julian had encountered on his first visit spooled around them. Julian could feel the 
hackles on his neck rising with every step and he fought to keep his breathing deep and even. He wanted to 
keep the anxiety at bay and his eyes on the shadows around them. Beside him, Julian could hear Tim taking 
photographs. The older man also had a small camera strapped to his chest in the hope that they would catch 


something. 

"Your camera's working okay," he said. "As is the radar. Check your phone." 

From the corner of his eye, Julian saw the flare of light as Tim's cell phone came to life. 

"Its working." 

Julian frowned. "Odd. Got a signal?" 

"Yep. Strong one at that." 

While the heavy atmosphere remained whatever vortex he'd walked into before seemed to have disappeared, 
"Guys, we're getting something!” Kevin's voice echoed through the trees. "Stop where you are." 


Looking down at the screen, Julian could see that the various lines had been broken up by a number of darker, 


indistinguishable layers. Tim stopped beside him and peered at the screen 
"Boulders?" 
"Could be," Julian replied. 


He kicked at the ground to push away the leaf-litter that was piled around them. Any disturbance to the soil 
would have disappeared over time. But he hoped that some kind of marker would have been left mark the site 


of each body. 


"Tim." Crouching down, Julian brushed a thin layer of dust from a smooth surface. Sweat beaded his forehead 
and he could feel the anxiety beginning to get the better of him. On top of that, memories from his younger 
days were still playing through his mind, the images coming and going like static on a radio. "It's the same 
material that | found the other day." 


The flashlight that he gripped in his right hand illuminated a saucer sized piece of polished black granite. 
Engraved in the surface were symbols that he didn't understand. Above him, Julian heard Tim take a 
photograph. 


"| don't think that this is the only one," Julian said. "Call it what you want, but I've got a feeling that there's 


more.” 


He watched as Tim slung the camera onto his back and got on his knees. Between them, they began to clear 
away the dead leaves and decaying seed pods. Soil and undergrowth clung to their skin and clotted beneath 


their nails as they searched the floor for more markers. 
"Got another!" Tim called. 


Julian looked up before moving to sit back on his heels. Ten markers lay in a line and glittered like diamonds 
beneath the light of the torch. Not caring about the dirt and filth that he'd be carrying back to the RV, Julian 
crawled along the line and carefully inspected each one. Each marker had its own set of distinct symbols. Julian 
silently listened as Tim moved along the line and carefully photographed each piece of granite, the atmosphere 
of the wooded area washing over him. No matter how hard he tried, the memories that he'd fought so hard 
to hide were rearing their heads and reminding him of a time when life had been less than perfect. In his 
mind's eye, Julian could see the ugly details of his nineteen year old self battling to get anyone to listen to him. 
He remembered the beige and brown décor of the record executives offices and could still smell their 


overpowering colognes. 
"No. I'm not going back there. We're through that," he murmured to himself. 
You must face your past in order to embrace the future. 


The words just appeared in his head like some kind of telepathic message. Julian groaned and lowered his head. 
Around him, the darkness grew thicker and engulfed him, blinding him and pushing him deeper inside of his 
mind. Julian heard himself call out to Tim and heard the other man reply with a distressed cry. 


The darkness was like nothing that he'd ever experienced. It cloaked him and cut him off from the outside 
world. There were no sounds, smells, or images, just the sensation of existing in some time and place. Where 
that was Julian didn't know. He could feel himself breathing but couldn't hear it. When he tried to say 
something his voice was cut off, caught in his throat and silenced. He should have felt stressed and anxious. 
Instead an overwhelming sense of peace had settled over Julian. There was nothing he could do about his 


current situation other than wait for it to pass. 
Julian 


The voice came again, settling into his mind and washing over him like a warm summer's day. It was soft and 


peaceful, one that reminded him of the love that his family had bestowed on him. 


Your past may seem like if needs to remain forgotten But you have done litte to deal with if. Time and again you 
have tried fo answer the riddle of why you are followed by lights that you can't identify. You won't find out the 
truth until you have purged yourself of the pain that you experienced so early on Do not blame yourself for what 


you went through; you did nothing wrong and it was others that couldnt control themselves. Face those early 
years with courage and you will find what you are looking for. 


Julian should have been confused as to why his past suddenly figured so much in his quest to find out what 
the lights were. But it made sense. By facing those early fears of failure that were accompanied by his bending 
to the will of various record executives he would have the courage to complete his current journey. Fear had 
been there all along; fear of being alone on the road, fear of whether he was doing the right thing, fear of 
what would be waiting for him when he returned home after he'd abandoned everyone he worked with, fear of 
nothing knowing if he would even make it home alive. People who went looking for answers in dark corners of 
the world often turned up dead. 


He took a deep breath and, while he couldn't form the words that he needed to express his gratitude, he could 
sense that whoever was speaking to him knew that he was thankful. 


"Julian? Julian?" 

Tim's voice pierced the space that Julian had fallen into, whipping away the safety of the darkness and pulling 
him back to the reality of the trees. He opened his eyes and, through the gloom, he could see the other man 
doubled over in the leaf litter. 

"Tim? You okay?" His voice sounded hoarse and his throat felt sandpaper rough. 


"Tired," was the reply. "And really heavy. Like there's lead in my stomach." 


Julian nodded to himself. The same symptoms were affecting him and, when he tried to lift his arms, he found 


that the effort left him weary. 

“Anything happen to you?" he asked. 

He heard Tim take a deep, laboured breath. "Yeah. Went into some weird head space and a voice spoke to me." 
Julian felt a shiver run along his spine. "What did it say?" 

"It talked about my sister. Julian, my sister's been missing since | was fifteen! I'm sixty-five now but it - that 
voice - told me that she ran away at eighteen and is living in New York State. She wasn't kidnapped like our 


family thought she was. She caught a Greyhound out of town and never looked back." 


The other man's voice was becoming choked with emotion and Julian forced himself onto his hands and knees. 


Crawling over to Tim, he placed a hand on the older man's shoulder. 


"Whatever the fuck is out here knows stuff. Stuff that only we know about." Julian sat down and stared at 
where the treeline should be. "The voice talked about my past. | did stuff that I'm not proud of in order to get 


to where | am today. | prostituted myself, Tim. Let record execs use me so that | could get a foot on the 


ladder." He sighed and shook his head, his attention still on the field that was hidden from view. 
"You don't have to talk about it." 


"| do because you've just told me something that none of us would ever have known about. The voice told me 
not to blame myself, which is exactly what I've done for the past thirty years. Blamed myself for letting 
myself be so easily lead. But you know what? | don't have anything to be sorry for. | met with those men for 
meetings and they saw someone who was an easy target and coerced me into doing awful things with them in 
order to get my career off the ground. No one knows, not my partner, not my band, not even my mother. | 
may have given consent but it was still abuse and rape. Abuse of the power they had over me and knowing 
that, even though I'd said yes, | actually didn't mean it. Saying yes was the easy way out. Because if | didn't my 


career, and that of my band, would have been over before it had even started" 


He felt Tim move ans sit beside him. The other man rested a hand on his shoulder and Julian turned to smile 


at the shadowy figure at his side. 

"Sorry you went through that," Tim said. 

Julian shrugged. "It's in the past but | need to face up to it. Just like the voice said. I'm better than | was. 
Twenty years ago | was still a mess. But | hid it well. | suppose that ability to hide it became a mask. Time to 
take it off." He paused and looked back down the slope. "Want to get out of here?" 

"Probably for the best." 

They slowly got to their feet, both men groaning with the effort of lifting bodies that felt as though they no 
longer belonged to Earth and her gravity. Julian collected the radar dolly and began to drag it back down the 
hill. He didn't care about any damage as it bounced over tree roots and semi-hidden rocks. He could afford to 
have it repaired or even outright replaced. All he wanted was to get out of the area that had crawled into his 
head and made him face his darkest moments. 

"Are you going to look for your sister?" 

"The voice said that she's still alive so I'd be a fool not to." 

The radar got caught on a rock and Julian tugged it until it came free. "What do you think that voice was?" 

"| don't know," Tim replied "Our subconsciousness? Something from another dimension? Aliens?" 

Julian smiled. "I like the alien idea. It seems fitting." 

They emerged into the bright noon sunlight. Julian blinked as his eyes adjusted and took several deep breaths 


of air that wasn't tinged with the smell of mould. Kevin, Liz, Randy, and Dave looked at them with expectant 


expressions. 


"So?" Dave finally pressed. 
It was Tim who responded, "So, what?" 


"You guys were talking to us for ten minutes and then it went silent for a good twenty." Dave paused to lean 
against a fence post. "What the Hell happened up there? We called to you but got no response." 


Julian looked at Tim before returning his attention to the small group before him. "We had visitors. Not sure 


what kind of visitors but they talked about the secrets that we've kept hidden for many years." 
An energy of shock and horror visibly rippled across the four people who'd been left behind in the field. 
"Like what?" Liz asked. "More to the point, are you both okay?" 


"I can't speak for Tim but I'm fine, if a little weary. I'll be okay to drive back to the park. Up there-" He nodded 
to the hill behind them. "I was faced with the traumas of my past. | don't particularly want to talk about them 
right not but | will do at some point" 


The group nodded with the knowledge that had come from interviewing hundreds of UFO witnesses and 
abductees. Often those telling the stories would omit details or refuse to engage past a certain point. Julian 


was just another person to add to their statistics. 


Once they were back at the State park, Julian excused himself. Sitting inside his RV, he stared at his phone. 
Nervousness swirled through his stomach and made him feel ill as he thought about what he had to do. Dulce 
had obviously sensed that something wasn't right and had jumped onto the table and settled in front of Julian 
With one hand resting on the cat's thick back, he called his mother and told her everything. His throat became 
tight and raw and tears spilled from his eyes as he poured his soul out to the woman who had loved him 


through everything. 


Í was abused, Mom. I thought that | was doing the right thing | knew that | had to play the game even though | 
didn't want to. Im sorry. 


He could hear her crying across the miles, the love that she felt for him obviously breaking and healing and 


growing ever more. She begged him to leave the road and return home to Seattle. 
"I will," he whispered. "Let me finish this and I'll come home. | promise. | love you." 


Once his mother had calmed, he hung up and dialled Tyler. It wasn't just his Mom that he was but potentially 


ever he knew and loved. 


Just like his Mom, Tyler sobbed and pleaded with him to come home. As before, Julian promised to return 


very soon. His own heart broke at the cries from the other end of the phone, unable to soothe his loved ones 


except with words and promises. 


Evening was beginning to fall by the time he'd managed to compose himself. Julian could smell the woody scent 
of a campfire and cooking meat. Once he'd filled Dulce's food bowl, he made his way back outside and found the 
rest of the group sitting around a flickering, spitting fire. 


"Hungry?" Kevin asked, 


Julian wearily nodded and pulled up a chair beside the flames. He hadn't realised how hungry he truly was, nor 
how tired. The day had seeped into his bones and sapped out his energy. Dave handed him a plate piled with 
potato salad, coleslaw, and burgers. Without a word, Julian tucked in. He savoured every mouthful as though it 
was his last and didn't draw breath until he'd finished. The others chatted around him, leaving Julian to eat his 
fill before placing the empty plate on the ground. 


"You were gone awhile," Liz said. "ls everything okay?" 


"Yeah." He sighed and tilted his head back to look at the darkening sky. Oranges and purples swirled above him 
and he could just make out the first specks of stars beginning to break through the coming night. "No. | called 
my Mom and then | called my partner. | needed to tell the about what happened up on the hill. The visitors 
reminded me of my past and how | should face up to that before | can carry on and embrace the future. My 
past is something that l'm not proud of." He sighed and raked a hand through his stringy, sweaty hair. "I'm a 
musician and, when | was younger, | played the game that's expected of so many people. | let executives use 
me in order to get ahead and get the things that | needed for my band. While | consented to it all, it would be 
classed as abuse these days. What | did back then has never sat comfortably with me and the visitors allowed 
me a chance to realise that | needed to stop blaming myself and let it all go. | did nothing wrong. | was 
pressured into doing those things and the ones at fault are the executives who took advantage of a young, 


naive musician." 

He realised that everyone was staring at him with concerned expressions. Liz reached out and touched his knee. 
"Are you okay?" she softly asked. 

He nodded. "I am. Now. Just tired. Today's really taken it out of me." 


"I think it's taken it out of all of us," Randy said. "I don't know what the plan is for tomorrow but | say that a 


lie-in is on the cards." 


Julian smiled in agreement. His body ached and his head felt thick. Whatever had happened up on the hill had 


drained him of every last ounce of energy and Julian felt as though he could fall asleep below the stars. 


Sinking down into the hammock of the canvas chair, Julian let his head roll back. He gazed up at the knots of 
tree branches that soared overhead. The canopy of leaves all but blocked out the sky, leaving only a few gaps 


for the wonders of the universe to peer through. 


The creature was perched on a branch directly above Julian's head with its sinewy hands and feet wrapped 
around the wood. Julian felt his eyes widen and the cool chill of shock prickled his skin. He wanted to say 
something to the group that he was with but the paralysis of fear had tightened its grip around him. The 
starlight lit the being's body and showed Julian the large, almond shaped eyes and sliver-thin mouth that were 
set into its bulbous head. Its skin appeared to glisten beneath the weak white light and the putrid smell of 
sulphur prickled his nostrils. ts eyes trained directly on his own as its fingers flexed against the tree, watching 


and seemingly waiting. 


q 


He was swathed in a darkness that was so thick he couldn't see his hands in front of his face. It was a 
darkness that had no discernible source and appeared to have no end. There were no sounds other than his 
breathing and his calls to Dulce went unanswered. His gut feeling told him that he was no longer in either 
Tennessee or the RV. Strangely, he felt no fear as though wherever he was being held was holding him in 


some kind of protective bubble. 


Julian didn't know how long he'd been in the darkness, nor how long he'd remain held in its embrace. There was 
little that he could do other than lie still and drift between sleep and a dreamlike trance. His mind was filled 
with the memories of the previous days. He could see himself climbing the hill just outside of Pelham and could 
recall the being that stood at the treeline. It had been watching his every move with eyes as black as the 
darkness that now confined him. As his mind recalled the previous days, Julian found himself thinking about 
their trip with the radar. The memory of his past was painful and one that he hadn't wanted to disclose. But 
he knew that he had to address what had happened in order to fully understand what was happening around 
him. Bad things happened to people all the time. They also appeared to happen to beings that weren't of their 
world and he wondered just how long the creatures would remain among the trees. Would they ever leave? Or 


would they stay forever, seemingly rotting in their putrid existence amidst the rotting leaves? 


He wondered what life was like for them and whether they'd even attempted to leave. He presumed that, 
because of reports of the government frequently visiting Pelham, that the beings had attempted to leave but 
were being held against their will. The smell - the stench of rotting flesh and sulphur - could have been their 
way of letting the few people who found them know that they were unhappy with their situation. And Julian 
wondered if they were part of his story, if that, in facing his own darkness and fears, he had been placed on a 
path to help free them from their fears. 


Sadness washed over him as he thought back to the creatures that were being held against their will. Just as 
parts of his life had held him a prisoner and forced him to play a role that he hadn't always wanted play, so 
they were being held against their will in a literal prison Wherever he was destined to be would be the place 
where he could ask for help to free them. 


Closing his eyes, he forced himself to relax and think back to the final day among the trees. He could 
remember the other men and the objects that they'd found beneath the ground. The haze that had blinded 
him and returned his past memories was also there. Julian could recall the peace that he'd felt even as his 
darkest moments had battered him. Amid it all, and through the darkness, he could see something else. Twisted 
figures with willowy limbs that swayed through the shadows. They'd been there, the aliens that lived on the 
hill, watching over him as he relived the trauma of his youth. Julian couldn't be sure that they'd orchestrated 
that particular moment but the knowledge that they'd been there, witnessing it all, made him happy. He hadn't 


gone through it alone and he knew that he should return such a favour. 


Julian Bell 


His name came and went like a whisper on a breeze. Opening his heavy eyes, Julian found himself still staring 


into the dense darkness. 
Julian Bell 


His name was coming as a statement rather than a question. Around him, the gloom appeared to fade. Shafts 
of gentle light, no brighter than a candle flame, flickered around him. He could see someone standing over him, 


their figure all but a shadow. 
Julian Bell 


The light grew brighter and Julian found himself looking up at the hazy image of someone dressed in a military 
uniform. He blinked several times as he tried to bring the person into focus, grunting in frustration when his 


eyes wouldn't settle. 


"Who's there?" His voice was hoarse and his throat was dry. He coughed several times before catching his 
breath and settling back against the firm surface that he was lying on. Julian felt himself become more alert 
as the light became brighter. Before long, the room was bathed in sunlight and he could get a good look at the 


man beside him. 
The man wore a navy-coloured uniform that was decorated with various insignia and ribbons. His salt-and- 


pepper hair was neatly cut and he had the smart moustache to match. Steely blue eyes stared down at him 


and Julian could just make out a name tag that read Scott 

"l'm General Scott and I'll be your liaison here at Dulce." 

Julian tried to process the information through the fog that hung over his brain. He felt as though he was 
hungover, or drugged, or possibly both. But he didn't remember drinking on that final night in Pelham. They'd 
sat beneath the stars and eaten barbecue and drunk soda while talking in hushed tones about what they'd 


seen. There had been no alcohol and certainly no drugs. 


Resting his head back against the pillow, Julian stared at the strip lights that ran along the brilliant white 
ceiling. "Dulce? New Mexico? My cat?" 


"Yes. Dulce, New Mexico. And your cat is fine, Mr Bell.” 
Julian wasn't sure of the man that stood beside him. There was something about his voice and the way he 


peered down at him that set Julian on edge. The words that the General spoke appeared benign and safe yet 


Julian suspected there was more smoke and mirrors to whatever the man was talking about. 
"Why am | here? And how did | get here?" 


"To answer your second question first, we bought you here. And you're here because of things that you've 


witnessed. You entered an area that is under a national security protection order.” 


Julian tried to process his thoughts through the haze that hung over his brain. "That doesn't make sense. 
Hundreds of people pass through every day." 


"But they don't stop to ask incriminating questions." 


Julian wanted to argue but knew that it would be fruitless. People had been questioning the vastness of space 
for generations. But there had always been someone lurking in the shadows ready to quash those who grew 
too close to the truth. Whether it was through scare tactics or outright murder, the truth of what lay 
beyond the Earth's atmosphere had been silenced. 


Bitter defeat rolled over him and Julian fought to hold back his emotions. He'd travelled so far and seen so 
much yet he was being silenced. The world would never know about what what lay just beyond its vision. He 
may not have had the answers to his own questions but he'd discovered enough to inspire others to begin 
their own journey. And who knew what others would have discovered along the road. 


Rubbing the hot tears from his eyes, Julian took in the room that held him. As with the ceiling, the walls were 
white. There was a door to his right and, from the lack of windows, Julian deducted that the portion of the 
base that he was in was most likely underground. There was no decoration and, other than the bed and a single 


table and chair, no other furniture. The room had obviously been designed to intimidate and distress. 


"You've been here a little over forty-eight hours. The media have been alerted to your disappearance as per 


your request to your partner. But you'll never be found, Julian” 


Julian groaned. He could have kicked himself as he remembered Mark's phone call. He wasn't just being followed; 
his every move, right down to his digital communications, had been tracked. He should have known that the 


second he'd stopped at Mark's house eyes in shadowy places would have been watching him. 
"| don't care what you do to me," he growled. "Just tell me that Tyler and my cat are okay.” 
General Scott grinned and Julian felt his heart harden towards the man. "Oh, they're fine. As long as you talk" 


The man turned on his heel and strode from the room. Julian heard several locks fall into place as the door 


snapped shut. 


The threat was intended to linger and the words chilled Julian to the core. If he talked, all would be well. If he 


kept his secrets to himself, everyone that he loved would disappear. 


He sat up and slid from the bed. Every joint ached and his head felt as though he was in the midst of a three 
day hangover. Stars burst behind his eyes and he steadied himself against the simple bed. Just behind him was 
another door which, upon opening, Julian found contained a small wet room with a toilet, sink, and shower. There 


were no hooks and the towels appeared to be fixed to the walls just in case he decided that life was no longer 


worth living. 


Truth be told, Julian had wondered how long it would take before someone - government or not - would 
become interested in him. He'd long suspected that whatever he said in interviews or on stage was being 
listened to and analysed. Had he known more back when he'd started talking about UFOs? Or was his capture in 
direct relation to what had happened in Pelham? 


He also wondered what had happened to the others - Kevin, Liz, Dave, Randy, Tim, and Lucy. He hoped that 


they were all okay and that none of them were now messed up with whatever he was about to face. 


Sitting on the metal chair, Julian stared at the wall. He knew that he should have been scared. He had arrived 
in an unknown location and had no idea how he'd arrived in Dulce. He didn't know where his RV was nor how his 
cat was faring. Fear should have been twisting his stomach and clogging his brain. Instead, he felt almost at 
peace with the situation Whether it was how he genuinely felt or was a side effect of whatever drugs he'd 
been given, he didn't know. But, for the moment, he was going to allow himself to believe that nothing untoward 


was going to happen to him or to anyone that he loved. 


His peace didn't last for long. The door opened and a man younger than General Scott walked in. He was wearing 
normal Army fatigues and carried a metal tray. His expression seemed to be one of fear as he set the tray 


on the table. 

"Your food. Sir." 

Julian looked at him quizzically before looking at the covered plate and bottle of water. "Thanks." 
"Welcome." 


He wanted to ask questions and hear answers but the man was gone before Julian had the chance to open his 
mouth again. Beneath the metal cover, Julian found a simple meal of cold meat, potato salad, and vegetables. A 
plastic fork lay just beneath the plate and he used it to pick at the food, unsure of whether he was hungry 
but knowing that he needed to eat, if only to counteract whatever had happened to him over the previous, now 


lost, days. 


As he ate, he became aware of an overwhelming smell of decay. Julian wondered if the meal he was eating was 
past its best and gave his food an experimental smell. It was only as he sat back that he realised the odour 
was coming from himself. Several days of being unconscious in the same clothes that he'd hiked up the hill in 
had left him festering in his own secretions. With bile rising in his throat, Julian pushed the rest of his meal 


away and made his way to the bathroom. 


He stripped off his clothes and turned the shower on. Scalding water battered the white tiles and swirled 
around the plug in the centre of the floor. Standing beneath the flow, Julian lathered himself with gel from a 
dispenser on the wall. The dirt and debris that had clung to his skin began to peel away, taking the odour with 
it. When he was as clean as he believed he could be, Julian towelled himself off. Only then did the realisation 


that the only clothes he had were the ones that he'd been lying in. 


Gathering them up, he dumped them in the shower and gave them a liberal coating of liquid soap. He turned on 
the water and left them to have an improvised wash while he finished the last of his food. Because he didn't 


know when he'd see another meal. 


Once he was finished, he went and turned off the shower. Wringing the water out of his clothes, he draped 
them over the bathrooms fixtures and hoped that no-one would walk into the room before they'd dried. 


He had a lot of time to contemplate how he'd ended up in a secret base miles from home and with the 
knowledge that the wider world believed him to have disappeared. Julian had disappeared, just not in the way 
that many people suspected he would. He knew that John suspected that he'd end up dead in the bottom of a 
ravine. Tyler suspected he'd end up being shot by rednecks in a deserted part of the country or, much to 
both of their amusements, kidnapped by aliens. No-one suspected that Julian would end up in a base that had 
only been whispered about in the UFO community. To the wider world, Dulce was just a dot on the map of New 


Mexico. 


Julian didn't have to ask himself how he'd ended up there. Years of research and talking along with his most 
recent foray into the darker side of UFOlogy had put him firmly in the cross-hairs of people who wanted him 
silenced. Talking on stage was one thing because, ha-ha look at the rock star being all sweet and funny and 
thinking he knows something by talking about UFOs. Delving into a case that had been so obviously covered up 
by the government was another. The white van that had followed him from Mark's came to mind; it had been 
the sign of what was to come and Julian cursed himself for not taking heed of the feeling that had rolled 
through his gut. He'd known that he was being followed but couldn't say no to a good UFO case. But if he hadn't 
continued he would never have met the others and would never have uncovered the knowledge of what he had 
To do in order to answer his own questions. Because, at the end of it all, that had been the reason for getting 


on the road; why had he spent his entire life being followed by lights in the sky? 


With no windows and no clock, Julian had no point of reference for the time of day. All he had to go on was 
when his body began to give him the signs that he was tiring. As his head grew heavy and his joints began to 
ache, Julian realised that every part of his life was under the complete control of whoever had kidnapped him. 
There was no way to dim the room's lights and, with a damp pair of boxers draped over his eyes, he drifted 


into a fitful sleep. 


He dreamed of home. He dreamed of the quaint building nestled in the trees of of Tyler sat in the kitchen, 
sorting the mail. He dreamed of the long days and balmy nights. He dreamed of Dulce joining them and sleeping 
peacefully in Tyler's lap. 


He also dreamed of the creature at the end of his bed. The tall, slender being with bony arms and three 
fingers that watched him with eyes that were pools of black How many years had the creature watched over 


him? And why was he only just noticing it now? Or was it all just a figment of his imagination? 


In his dreams, he apologised to Tyler and begged for forgiveness for his own stupidity. He should never have 


left the safety of his band and home to hunt for things that were intended to remain a secret. He told Tyler 
to let everyone know that he would return and that he was sorry for the cancellation of the tour that his 
idiocy had caused. Nicky or Glen could be replaced temporarily. But they couldn't replace the front man on 
whose image the band had been built. 


Julian awoke with a start, naked and with nothing but the boxers covering his eyes. His bladder screamed at 
him and he move to relieve himself. His hair was matted and threatening to turn into dreadlocks. Once he'd 

urinated, he ran his fingers through the tangled strands to try and pull them apart. The next person to walk 
into the room was getting asked for fresh clothes and a hairbrush. He'd talk more if he felt halfway human, 


Dressed in his still-damp clothing, Julian leaned against the bathroom door and stared at the single bed. In his 
mind's eye, he could see the alien that had stood at the foot of the bed. It had reached out to him with one 
spindly hand and spoken words that he couldn't interpret. 


Breakfast arrived courtesy of another nervous looking Army-fatigued man. Julian was starting to suspect that 
things were being said about him or that the young men genuinely were afraid of something. Julian didn't know 
a lot about Dulce, but what he did know made him suspect that the staff lived on the constant edge of 


paranoia. 


Once the tray of bagels and tinned fruit had been consumed, Julian moved to lie on the bed. There was little 


that he could do other than wait. And think. 
Wait and think. 


His mind wandered, as he was sure that his captors wanted it to do. They wanted him to think over every 
little detail of his life and question all that he'd seen and done. They wanted him to question the people in his 
life and whether their motives were in his best interest or the interest of higher powers. They wanted him 


quiet and subdued and unsure of himself by the time they came to question him. 


Tyler he could trust. The same went for his band. John was also on his list of trusted people. He thought over 
their crew and pointed fingers at everyone from their veteran sound guy to the rookie lighting tech that 
they'd hired the previous summer. Were any of them harbouring secrets that he needed to know? Had any of 
them acted suspiciously? He wanted to know, needed to know and he decided that, once he was back home, he 


would have John run extensive background checks on all of their staff. Just in case. 


Julian forced himself to think of better times. He remembered sitting beside the RV as it rained and listening 
to the raindrops patter on the awning. He stretched and curled his bare toes as he felt the imaginary rain 
brush against his skin. They had been serene times, innocent almost, when things hadn't mattered so much and 


the idea of being kidnapped hadn't crossed his mind. 


As he was drifting away with the storm that raged in his mind, Julian heard the locks on the door slide back. 
He opened an eye and watched as the door opened and the man who'd greeted him so many hours before 


walked in. General Scott looked as though, unlike Julian, he'd had a good night's sleep. He was accompanied by a 


man who looked to be the complete opposite of the confident General. The new man wore a suit and glasses 
but his eyes darted around the room. He clutched a clipboard with one hand and carried what Julian assumed 
was a small audio recorder in the other. 

"Julian, | trust that you slept well," General Scott began, 

Julian looked at him. His hair clung to his face in matted strands and the improvised wash had done little to lift 
the stale smell of sweat from his clothes. He looked at General Scott's sharply pressed suit and wondered what 
the two men thought of him. Probably not a great deal considering that Julian was being held against his wil 
for some kind of dreamt up charges. But he wasn't the first person who'd been made to "go missing" because 
they'd asked too many questions and he knew that he wouldn't be the last either. 


"This is Staff Sergeant Kenner," the General continued. "He's going to be present during your interviews." 


Julian nodded dumbly. There wasn't a lot that he could do other than answer their questions and hope that his 


loved ones would live. 


Kenner placed the recording device on the table and sat down while the General paced the small space between 


the bed and the table. 


"For the record, we're interviewing Julian Bell. Julian is a musician who performs with the rock band Aurora. 


What did you see in Pelham, Julian?" 


His eyes felt heavy and his brain was thick with fog. Julian slumped against the unmade bed and closed his 


eyes. 
"Trees," he murmured. "Lots of trees." 
"What else?" 


He was being evasive and deliberately so. He needed time to form thoughts that were slow in coming and put 


them into some kind of coherent order. 

"Wilderness. It's an isolated place. Road" 

"Who did you meet there?" 

Julia slowly opened his eyes and looked at the man before him. Hard eyes stared back at him. 
"Im sure that you've picked them up, too." 


"Who did you meet?" the General's question became more pointed. 


Julian took a deep, shuddering breath and closed his eyes once more. Losing his temper would be fatal for both 
himself and his loved ones. He needed to remain as calm as possible and not give into the atmosphere that was 
being created. "Why do you want to know? It's me you're after. | talk about this shit in public, in front of 
thousands of people. That's one of the reasons that you've picked me up and not just Pelham. You've been 
watching me for years and, becouse of my own stupidity, you've found the perfect opportunity to grab me. 


Anyone else is of no interest to you. They're harmless." 
"They saw what you saw, Julian 


His temper was rising, just as they wanted it to do. Murderous thoughts flashed through his head and Julian 
could feel his jaw tightening. "And you know what | saw because you've got that area under containment. So 


why am | here? Just tell me to shut the fuck up in public and let me go." 


The General nodded sagely and stepped out of the little room. He returned a moment later with a wafer-thin 


tablet computer, the like of which Julian had never seen before. 
"This is why, Julian” 


He took the slender device from the General and rested it on his lap. The first image showed the front page of 
a well known news website. There was a photograph of himself on stage, his guitar slung over his shoulder as 
he screamed lyrics into a microphone. The headline proclaimed his disappearance in accusing bold black letters 
and the article used words like "mysterious", "unannounced", and "strange." Julian swiped at the image and 
instead of another image he got a video clip. The video had been shot in front of one of the band's favourite 
haunts on Sunset Boulevard. Red-eyed and blotchy-cheeked fans had gathered around the entrance. Some were 
holding flowers while others bore photographs of him or handwritten messages. Several spoke on camera, airing 
their grief at his sudden disappearance and hoping that he would be found alive and well. One mentioned Julian's 
previous vanishing act in Brazil and remembered how he had reappeared just hours before the tour had 
started They grieved now, not just for good times that had been lost, but for the man who had had become 


an integral part of their lives. 


The video cut to a clip that had been shot in New York. There was the same mourning, the same tears, the 
same photographs, and the same flowers. The video continued to cut from one city to another as it spread 


across the globe. Not a single continent had been left unaffected by Julian's sudden disappearance. 


"That's why you're here, Julian. Your world is fracturing and falling apart before your very eyes. We can 
continue to make it do that for years to come unless you talk. We can make it seem as though you're about 
to return before dashing all hope. Until, at some point in the distant future, many years from now and when 
you believe that you've been forgotten, we'll make a body appear. And you'll live through the trauma of 


knowing that your loved ones are suffering emotional turmoil once more." 


The rage was there, burning through him and threatening to dash away the demeanour of exhausted calm 
that he'd been presenting. He clenched his hands around the device, his thumbs digging into a material that was 
far harder than glass. 


"You wouldn't do that," he said. 


The General smirked. "Oh, we would. That, and far worse." 
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They turned the lights out when they left, leaving Julian to mull over what had been said. Obviously he couldn't 
let what was happening in the outside world continue. Nor could he expose everyone he knew, including his new 


friends in the USUFON, to any danger. He was on his own and feeling it. 


Knowing that the only space that belonged to him was the tiny room left the darkness feeling cloying and 
claustrophobic. Try as he might, Julian couldn't push himself to fall into the head space that he'd had before. 


The memories that he'd allowed to roll through his mind reminded just that, memories. 


Julian knew a little about the base that he was being held at. Located in Dulce, New Mexico it was, to many 
people, just a rumour. Unlike places like Area 5! and Denver International Airport, Dulce seemingly had no 
concrete evidence. People had speculated but many couldn't nail it down, no matter how hard they tried. All 
they had were the ramblings of a man who was in prison and several who were dead. Dulce was hardly in the 


same league as some of the other rumoured secret bases. 


As well as its non-existence, Dulce had apparently played host to a battle between humans and aliens that had 
left many on both sides dead. It was an event that Julian had enjoyed reading about but which he couldn't quite 
believe had actually happened. 


Or maybe it had? 


And there he was, lying in a bed in a cell of a room in a secret non-existent underground base somewhere in 


New Mexico. No one knew where he was and no one would ever find him. 


He didn't know how long he mulled over his life for before the lights were turned back on. Blinking at the 
sudden burst of brightness, Julian pulled himself from his dream world and back to reality. 


Sadly, he was still in the cool, bare bedroom. The General and his sidekick had returned to stand at the end of 
Julian's bed. Their eyes, cold and hard, watched him like he was some kind of experimental monkey. Without a 


word, the General held out the slimline tablet computer. 


With his legs dangling over the edge of the bed, Julian took the computer and stared at the screen. His heart 
dropped and he felt his skin turn cold as he looked at the image before him. Live video from his house played 
on the screen and he watched as Tyler wandered from the kitchen to the hallway and out of the front door. 
The blonde man locked the door and triple checked the handle before glancing up at the camera above the 
garage. Julian gazed into the younger man's eyes and wondered if he knew that he was being watched. He felt 
sick at what was happening around and to him. There was no privacy any more, no chance to question the 


mysteries of life. Instead it was all on display and he, and everyone around him, had to pay the price for his 


curiosity. 


If you don't answer our questions we will make sure that Tyler's body is never found." 


Julian felt his stomach lurch and he held the slim tablet away from himself as he dry heaved. It seemed like 
an over-reaction but, with everything that was going on, Julian could no longer hold on to the fear and anger 
that raged through him. 

Unable to tear his gaze from the screen, Julian whispered, "What will you do to him?" 

"That would depend." 

"On what?" 


"How much you cooperate." 


Julian gazed at the crystal clear images. Tyler rolled his silver car back a few feet before swinging it around 


and make down the gravel driveway. 

He ached to be with his partner and to reassure him and comfort him in the strange times that they 
suddenly found themselves in No matter how many times Tyler had stated that he was safe, Julian had the 
deep, gut-rotting feeling that the younger man was hiding something from him. 

The General took the small computer from him. "You can see Tyler again later. If you give us what we want." 
Julian nodded and looked at the grey concrete floor between his feet. The cool chill of loneliness was growing 
with every passing moment and Julian felt helpless. He knew that people were looking for him. But he knew that 
they'd never find him, no matter how hard they scratched at the surface. 

"What did you see in Pelham, Julian?" 


He kept his eyes turned down to the floor. His heart was torn between telling them everything and remaining 


silent. 

"Why do you have the area contained?" he finally asked. 

"That's none of your concern. What did you see?" 

The memories of those days played over in Julian's mind. The friendship and brotherhood of a group of like- 
minded people and the heavy feeling that nothing in the area was getting out alive. They'd stumbled on one of 
the biggest caches of UFO information and would never be able to reveal any of it to the world. 


"Is Mark okay?" 


The General's reply was terse. "Mark is fine. What did you see?" 


"You're not going to harm him?" 
"No. What did you see?" 


Julian decided that his best option was to remain silent. He'd seen this game played out in movies and his 
silence would give his friends and loved ones ample time to figure out a plan for their own safety. For the 
foreseeable future, the chances of anyone being harmed while he wasn't talking seemed to be low. He stared 


up into the General's steely eyes until the suited man nodded. 
"Okay, we'll leave it here for now." 


Without another word, the General turned and walked from the room. The lights dimmed and went out in his 
wake, leaving Julian with the thick, cloying darkness. In the midst of the black, time felt non-existent as though 
Julian had been left to hang in some kind of strange suspended animation. His thoughts came and went, 
replaying over the previous days before delving deeper into his past. He saw the fame that had been afforded 
to him and the band's initial formation. He remembered meeting the people that he would spend the rest of his 
life on the road with, their meeting in bars and venues seemingly orchestrated by some unseen force. 
Eventually he found himself back on the veranda of his parents home, staring up at the stars and wondering 


what lay beyond their own little universe. 


The sky above their house had been scorched by light pollution from the surrounding streets and strip malls. 
Yet he'd still managed to see the triangle configuration that would become so familiar over his lifetime. The 
way it eased from the clouds to rest above the house still haunted him, as did the silence that announced 
their arrival. Julian could remember the event as though it had happened only the previous day. There'd been 
the sounds of cars pulling away from a nearby drive-thru and the gentle clicking of crickets in the garden. 
Overhead, two birds had been chirruping to one another. But, within the space of a heartbeat, everything that 
he could hear had faded to nothing and an omnipresent silence had encased the area. A wave of something that 
he could now only describe as curious fear had rolled over him and he'd turned his eyes towards the sky to 


see the strange lights emerge from the depths of the clouds. 


He'd watched them until they'd decided that it was time to depart. At the time, he had figured that he'd just 
had a lucky sighting. Had he known what he knew now, Julian suspected that teenager terror would have driven 


him to some dark places. 


Julian allowed himself to fall deeper into his mind. In doing so he began to notice things that he'd forgotten, 
little details that had otherwise been lost to the sands of time. They began back when he was young and, much 
like his experience out in Pelham, the first one that came to mind involved the forested area not far from his 
parents house. It had been a summer vacation and, with the days hot and long and the evenings short and cool, 
he'd decided to spend time out among the trees. He'd always been called to them as though they had cast a 
spell over his young mind. In a way they had. 


The beginnings of night had just been tickling the edge of the sky. Long shadows had arched away from the 


trees and crept around the spokes of his bike. Julian remembered the bike well. His parents had given it to him 


as a Christmas gift the year before after he'd spent months begging for it. The bright red Chopper push bike 
had been his pride and joy and he'd ridden it everywhere, including into the mossy undergrowth of the 


neighbouring trees. 


The trees had towered over him and their twisted, leaf-filled branches had stretched to reach the last of the 
dying sun. Julian couldn't remember any fear. He'd been an intrepid child who'd always looked for the next 
adventure. Which was precisely what the forest at night had been. He hadn't flinched when twigs had snapped 
beneath his feet, nor when the birds had cried to one another. He'd just carried on biking along the narrow 


path that cut through the mossy rocks. 


The first thing that he remembered about them was their eyes. Large, almond shaped eyes that appeared to 
glow white in the twilight. With bodies that were taller than a house, the strange creatures had been barely 
visible among the trees and shadows. They blended in so well that Julian must have passed several before 


coming to halt before a small group of them. 


He'd been able to make out arms that looked like winter-bare branches. Their hands had held three fingers and 
their skin had been as grey as the gathering mist. He remembered being in awe as he'd looked up at them, his 
neck craned back as he'd studied their nearly featureless faces. But it was their eyes that had stood out to 
him and how they'd kept him transfixed for what felt like an eternity. 


None of the creatures had spoken and him staring up into their softly glowing eyes was the last thing that 
Julian remembered. Delving deeper into his mind didn't bring forth anything about abductions or spacecraft or 
mysterious government agencies. He'd just been a young teenager who'd run into presumed extraterrestrials 
while out in the woods. 


He didn't know why the memory had been buried for so long. Had he truly forgotten about his childhood 
incident? Or had something happened to cause him to forget? 


Coming out of the trance-like state, Julian took a deep breath and sat up. His head hurt and the room was still 
dark. He could feel the coldness of the facility seeping into his pores, a chill that only existed on the mental 
plains. It was a feeling of hopelessness that picked at his joints and bones and was beginning to seep into his 
mind. Julian could feel himself standing on the precipice of giving up and just telling all. At least his friends 
would survive even if he didn't. 


There was the sound of the locks turning and the lights faded on until a soft glow filled the room rather than 
flaring to life with their usual brightness. Julian frowned and moved to push himself from the bed when the 
door opened. A woman with long blonde hair and a sweet looking face walked in The door swung shut before 
Julian had a chance to look beyond it. The locks hammered home and he felt his heart fall once more. 


"Julian Bell?" 


He nodded, his brow still furrowed. "Yeah." 


"Im Doctor Childs." She offered out the hand that wasn't clutching a clipboard. 
He looked at her hand before shaking it. "Pleasure!" 

"Can | ask you a few questions, please?" 

"ls it going to get me out of here alive?" 


She nodded and gave him a smile that matched her thick Southern accent. "It's a step in the right direction, 
yes." 


"And my friends will be okay?" 
"Yes." She gestured to the room's single chair. "Do you mind if | sit down?" 
"Help yourself 


Shuffling along the bed, Julian sat so that he was facing the doctor. She seemed different to the General. 
Softer and kinder even if she did have the same objective in mind. 


"Can you tell me about Pelham?" Doctor Childs asked. 


Julian looked at her as she scribbled something on the clipboard before turning her green eyes to his own. "If 


you let me ask a few questions of my own lIl tell you whatever you want to hear." 
She broke into another smile. "Ask away." 


Brushing his matted hair from his face, Julian continued to look at her as he waited for any signs that she 


was going to turn on him. "Will the aliens in Pelham ever be allowed to leave?" 


Doctor Childs appeared to carefully consider his question before she answered. "That's information that I'm not 


privy to. l'm sorry, Julian" 


Julian suspected that she knew the truth, or at least part of the truth. Yet he found that he couldn't be 
angry with her. There was something Doctor Childs’ demeanour that told him that she wanted to talk about 
what she knew but that it would be a risk to her job, or her life, if she did so. 


‘| want to talk about Pelham. Not just for our interest but to see if it's left any psychological scars on you. 
These experiences can be traumatic, even if we don't believe that they are. I'd like to get you back to your 


partner in as healthy state as possible," she finished with a smile. 


Her smile was genuine; that much Julian could read. But the staff were obviously trained to hide as much as 


possible, concealing their true emotions with aggression, hostility, and happiness. 


"| want to go home," he murmured. 
"I know you do. Where's home?" 


Weary and with his soul scarred from all that had happened, Julian lowered his head. He was crumbling, the 


fight draining from him. "I'm not sure any more." 

"How do you mean, you're not sure?" Doctor Childs' voice was gentle and warm. 

"l'm just not sure if its here on Earth or somewhere out among the stars." 

"What makes you think that?" 

Julian's voice cracked as he spoke and he took a moment to compose himself. "Just a gut feeling," 


His throat felt raw and he fought with the emotions that wanted to overwhelm him. Hope, for the new life 
that may be away from the ravages of Earth. Guilt, for leaving his loved ones behind. Fear, for even believing 


that such a thing may be possible. 
"And how do you feel about the possibility that your home may be elsewhere?" 


Confused, Julian paused and looked at her. She was speaking as though he was talking about the most normal of 
things. Out in the real world, a doctor would have prescribed drugs and some kind of intensive therapy. But 


below ground, in Dulce, such discussions appeared to be normal. 
"You talk as though this is fact," he finally said. 


Doctor Childs smiled. "Who's to say what is and isn't fact? Us? Those above ground? Politicians? Doctors? No 
one can make that decision for us." She signed and tapped her pen against the table. "Truth be told, Julian, 
you've fallen down the rabbit hole here. You're Alice in a completely different wonderland. What's up is down, 
what's black is white. You get the idea. While | can't tell you too much, | can tell you that everything that 


you've ever believed in is only a fraction of the truth." 


He was beginning to trust Doctor Childs, which was an odd feeling in itself. Everything that had happened to 
him had lead Julian to be wary of everyone other than his closest friends. his usual happy-go-lucky self had 
morphed into someone more cynical than he thought he'd ever be. Yet Doctor Childs appeared to genuinely hold 
his best interests at heart, even if she was going to feed any information he gave back to the people at the 
top. 


He smiled at her. "The truth is always stranger than fiction" 


"It is indeed" She leaned an elbow on the table and looked up at him. "Care to tell me about your experiences?" 


Aware that his body was beginning to cramp up, Julian swung his legs back and forth, his heels brushing 
against the metal bed frame beneath him. "I'll make a deal with you. | know that my RV is probably here 


somewhere. If you get me some clean clothes, a hairbrush, and some decent coffee I'll sing like a songbird” 


Doctor Childs’ laughter was the first happy sound that he'd heard since waking up in Dulce. She stood and 


picked up her clipboard. "Give me an hour." 


Clutching a mug of hot coffee, Julian sat on the end of the bed and faced the blonde doctor. True to her word, 
she'd acquired a hairbrush and a bag of his clothes. Sitting at her elbow was a silver flask of hot coffee. With 

clean clothes and his damp hair hanging down his back, Julian felt one hundred percent better and ready to talk 
about what he'd come across in Tennessee. 


"Tell me about Pelham." 


Those four words had become a mantra to whoever passed through his room. Why they were so fascinated 


with what he'd seen when they already knew what was in Pelham was beyond Julian. 


He took a deep breath before sipping at the coffee. "Pelham's a sleepy little town based on a crossroads in 
Tennessee. Real blink and you miss it kind of place." 


"What made you stop there?" Doctor Childs’ voice was soft as though she didn't want to break the spell that 


was beginning to fall over the room. 

"A friend recommended it." 

"Why?" 

"Because UFO lore said that something had happened there." 

"And had it?" 

His eye felt heavy and his body felt limp as he fell into a storytelling trance. He nodded. "Yes." 

"What happened there, Julian?" Doctor Childs whispered. 

"A UFO crashed in the ITOs" 

"Did you find evidence of that crash?" 

"Yog" 

Lifting his heavy head, Julian focused on how seamlessly the door appeared to fit into the wall. There appeared 
to be no lines or cracks meaning that the door had been fitted to remain closed and locked no matter how 
hard the person behind it fought. As he stared he noticed something that seemed a little out of place. The 
right hand side of the frame faced the bed, and ultimately himself, didn't seem to be as neatly fitted into the 


wall as the rest of the door. Rumning the length of the frame was a crack which appeared dark against the 
white wall and Julian wondered if it was the result of someone trying to get out. 


Or something trying to get in 
"They're watching me, aren't they?" he asked. 
"Who?" 


"Whoever runs this place." He nodded to the door. "The door frame doesn't quite fit right. There's cameras in 


there, right?" 
"You're watched wherever you go, Julian, even in the outside world Here is no different" 
"And they can hear everything that | say?" 


"They'll find out what you have to say. | don't know why he cameras make it any different." Doctor Childs was 


obviously trying to keep her calm and Julian felt sorry for pushing her buttons in such a way. 


He sighed and looked at her. Her cheeks were flushed pink and her hair looked as though she'd just run her 
fingers through it. He fought to retain the trust that he'd felt for her earlier. 


"I'm here to help you, Julian," she murmured. "You may not believe it but | want you to go home. But | need to 


know what you saw." 


"As I've said before, you already know what's in Pelham and been keeping the creatures there prisoner since 


seventies. Why do you need me to tell you what's there?" 


"Because of how your experience could have affected you and because Pelham has an aura all of its own We 


want to know what the energy of that town is doing to the people that remain there." 


Julian breathed slowly as he tried to calm his racing nerves. Strands of his dark hair hung over his face and 
fluttered with every deep breath. Doctor Childs mention of an aura around the town transported him back to 
his time among the trees and the weight that he'd felt as he'd walked through the darkness. The oppressive 
feeling had seeped from down the hill and along the roads into the town. It was as though Pelham existed in a 
bubble cut off from the rest of the world. The only person that he'd seen in Pelham had been the only one 
who'd been willing to talk to him about what had happened. Any other residents had appeared to disappear 
during his time in the tiny town, unwilling to talk to anyone other than their neighbours. 


"What did you see in Pelham?" Doctor Childs’ voice sounded like a distant memory, fading in and out of his 


consciousness like a weak radio signal. 


| saw one of them at the crossroads. | don't remember seeing them at the time, and maybe I've just 


scrubbed the memory. But they were across the road from the post office, watching me with those large, 


dark eyes. I'd heard that they walk through the town but didn't think that it would be in broad daylight.” 


"What else do you remember about them?" 

"They were tall, maybe seven or eight feet tall with grey skin. They were your classic looking alien" 

"Did you see them anywhere else?" 

Julian could feel the trance-state settling over him once more. He was free-floating above his body, his brain 
seeming to have turned off a words flowed freely from his lips. No longer did he appear to fear the woman, 
nor the institute, that he found himself in. 

"At the treeline of the crash site. There was one watching after my first visit. They were among the trees, 
too although | don't know how many. Ten, twelve, maybe more. There was one at the campsite. It was sitting in 
the trees above my head, watching me. It felt almost.. protective. And someone, or something, left a pile of 
sticks on the steps of my RV." 

"Do you know the meaning of the sticks?" 

He felt himself nod. "They were a warning to get out and never come back." 

"Who do you think did it?" 

"| don't know," he sighed. "Maybe the locals. Maybe the aliens. | don't have a clue.” 

"What did you see among the trees, Julian?" 

The memories were flowing freely, as were his words. Julian didn't know why he was sharing everything with a 
complete stranger. To save his friends? To save himself? Because it felt like the right thing to do? Or because 
he was tired and wanted to go home? 

"My past," he murmured. "I had a rough time when | was just getting started in music. But that hill.. That's a 
graveyard, isn't it? For those who died in the crash? We found granite markers on the ground and the radar 
showed something beneath the surface. We didn't get the chance to dig before some kind of presence took 
over and began showing us how we could escape from what had happened in our younger years. | lost time the 
first time | went up there." 

"How much time did you lose?" 

"Two, three hours. | remember because the post office was closed when | got back to Pelham." He lifted his 
head and looked at Doctor Childs. He felt weary and he just wanted to sleep but the look on her face implored 


him to continue. "Who runs this place? And how long have they been watching me?" 


From the corner of his eye, Julian watched Doctor Childs put her pen down and straighten up. She turned in 


the chair so that she was looking at him. Julian could see his ashen face and lank hair reflected in her eyes, a 


mess of nerves and confused emotions. 


"Dulce Base is run by the US government's department for Extraterrestrial Affairs along with subjects from a 
number of different planets." 


He wearily raised an eyebrow. "Never heard of them." 

"And you'll never hear of them again if you stay out of trouble. To answer your second question, we've been 
watching you from the moment that it became evident that you, and everything that you were saying, was 
going to reach outside of the usual UFO channels. Because of you, we've seen an uptick in users on various 
forums and websites. When we've run checks on these new users we've discovered that they wouldn't 
normally fit into the demographic of those who would be interested in the extraterrestrial." 


Secretly impressed with himself, Julian nodded. 


"l'm sure that you know that you were under surveillance but you were of no interest to us until you stepped 


into Pelham. Only then did we know that you may yourself, and the world, more harm than good" 
"| don't get it. | though | was here because I'd reveal what was in Pelham to the public?" 


"That, too, and we'll get your story straightened out before you leave. Julian, you've been used as a 


disinformation agent and the lights that you see are little more than a government created craft.” 
The chill that settled over him was instant. With it, his stomach dropped and blood roared through his ears. 
"No," he murmured. "You're wrong." 


"| can show you one of the craft." 


Shock and disbelief rocked him. Bile burned his throat and he clutched the edge of the bed, his knuckles white, 
in an effort to stop himself from vomiting. Everything he knew, including his own life, was quickly turning into a 


lie. 
"But why?" he finally asked. 


"Because you were at risk of revealing information that we don't want out in the public domain Its information 
that needs to remain hidden forever. Parts of your life - the people you've run into and the information that 
you've been given - have been designed to steer you away from the truth. You got too close, Julian, and 


you're too well known to be speaking out in public. Do you remember Brazil?" 


He nodded dumbly, his eyes dry as he stared at the wall. 


"We created that entire scenario so that you'd have something to chase. Your need for adventure is one of 
your characteristics that we play on and the Brazil episode was perfect for giving you something to talk about 
with your fans and audiences. Even though you would never find anything, you would have something credible 
to talk about. It was also a situation that others had heard about. Admittedly the whole situation was set up 
by us but it drew people together in order to pull them away from the truth." 


He felt numb and lifeless, unsure of what to think or say. At that precise moment he felt like an empty husk 
that did little more than breathe. 


"What about the people in my life right now?" he finally asked. "Tyler, for example?" 


"None of your inner circle, like Tyler or your band, is part of our chain of command. Neither is your family, 


crew, or management. However, some of the people that you've spoken to over the years were set up by us." 


Julian felt a single, stinging tear slide down his face. He made no move to wipe it away, instead letting it hang 
from his beard until it fell to his lap. The heartbreak that he was feeling numbed him to the core and he tried 
to hold back the tears of shock 


"How do | know that you're not lying?" he whispered. 


Doctor Childs looked at him with an expression that told him that she felt remorse for what she'd had to 


reveal. "I can prove it to you." 


The hood fluttered with every breath and his hands were cuffed behind his back. The only sign that he was 
out of the tiny room was the sound of his footsteps echoing along a concrete corridor. Claustrophobia clawed 
at his chest as the mesh hood became clammy with condensation He understood their need to hide whatever 
may lie in the corridors but he felt like he dying with every step. Behind him, Julian could hear the sound of 
the two guards that had cuffed and hooded him. Their boots clicked in uniformity and their guns creaked with 


every movement. 


Doctor Childs' hand came to rest in the small of his back and Julian heard a door open before them. There was 


a whisper of cool air before he was ushered inside and the door snapped shut behind them. 

"We're here," she softly said. 

She seemed to be going above and beyond merely interrogating him for any information that he knew and 
Julian wondered if she truly did regret telling him that his entire life was a lie. He pondered if it was something 
that wasn't supposed to get out and that, at some point, they'd release him back into the outside world so 


that he could continue preaching his misinformed UFO stories to the world. 


The cuffs fell away from his wrists and Julian rubbed his aching wrists. A moment later, the hood was pulled 


away and Julian found himself blinking in the low, blue light of a circular room. Several monitors were moulded 
to the walls, all of them showing various forms of scrolling data. Towards the back of the room was a 
darkened area that appeared to lead off to a narrow hallway and, in the heart of the room, a white beam of 
light illuminated the floor. The room was silent and, for the first time since his arrival at Dulce, Julian felt a 
sense of serenity encompass him. He wanted to stay in the warmth of the womb-like forever, cradled in its 


embrace as he forgot about the whirlwind life that he'd once lived. 


From the darkness at the back of the room, he heard the soft sound of footsteps. Bare skin was brushing 
against the smooth concrete and, a moment later, a slender figure was standing in the centre of the room. The 
white light surrounded them like a halo and Julian found himself looking up into black almond-shaped eyes. 


Oddly, unlike the other aliens that he'd come across their hands were more human-like with five fingers. The 
same went for their feet; while being as slender as the rest of their limbs, they had five toes on each foot 


and, to Julian's somewhat untrained eye, what appeared to be toenails. They were something that he couldn't 


recall on the other beings that he'd encountered and believed that, like their hands, they also had three toes. 
Doctor Childs stepped up beside him. "Julian, this is Martha" 
"Julian Bell, I've heard a lot about you," the being's voice was soft and almost song-like. 


"All good?" he gently joked. He was unsure of what to say or do. Rather than fear, he felt peaceful and ready 


to interact with the alien before him. 


Martha's tiny mouth twitched and Julian waited for her to break into a smile. "Mostly," she replied. "You've 
been brought to me because the people of Dulce would like your life to be explained to you." 


Julian felt uneasy as he recalled his previous conversation with Doctor Childs. "Yes." 
"You are an unwitting product of government disinformation" 


"But how?" he asked. "Surely | would have known if | was being given misinformation. There would have been 


clues, | would have known on some level that all wasn't right." 


Martha was completely still as she spoke to him, her hands clasped at her waist and her dark eyes focused 

only on him. Doctor Childs and the two guards appeared to have melted into the background, leaving Julian to 
feel as though he was the only other person in the world. He was completely entranced despite the dire news 
that Martha was delivering and he wondered how many other people had walked through the same room. How 


many had been told something about themselves that they could never believe to be true. 


"Misinformation comes in many forms. As you have already been told, people whom you have never met have 
had a hand in programming your life. From the moment that it became evident that you would achieve 
greatness, our handlers stepped in to make sure that whatever you said would fit the narrative that we have 


planned for this planet. Do you remember sitting on your parents veranda and seeing a craft?" 


Julian silently nodded. The memory was always with him, burned into his mind. He could still smell the coming 


coolness of winter and see the dunes of clouds that had hung over the house. 


Martha continued, "That craft has been in orbit for many years and was assigned to you on that night. It 
takes cues from your thought patterns so that it seems to appear at will. When you told it to disappear, it did 


so because, subconsciously, you knew what was coming." 
Overwhelmed by what he was hearing, Julian shook his head. "I still don't understand" 


"You were never meant to be here nor to know of your true background. It's only when you infiltrated Pelham 
that you had to be brought here and stopped. Do you remember the teacher that gave you your first book 
on UFOs?" 


Julian remembered it well. He'd been in eighth grade when the original craft sighting had happened. Just before 
Christmas of that year, he'd mentioned it to his English teacher. She'd been a lovely woman, tall and slender 
with long blonde hair. If he remembered rightly her name had been Mrs Black. She'd been kind to the whole 
class, giving the cards and small gifts during the holidays. Come the new year she'd presented him with a book 
called Top Secret Files by an author whose work Julian had gone on to consume in later years. He'd spent the 
winter nights curled up beneath his blankets, reading the book by torchlight until his eyes had grown heavy 
and his mind had filled with the fog of too much information. Even though he hadn't read it in a number of 
years, Julian remembered Top Secret files as containing information that had reportedly been smuggled out of 
high security government buildings. He could still see the poorly copied documents that had been riddled with 


blacked out names and paragraphs and made a mental note to dig the book out once he returned home. 
"That teacher was planted," Martha said "As were the journalists that you took to see the lights." 


"But how can you prove it?" He felt as though he asking the same question over and again. All he wanted was 
to see some solid proof whether that was photographs or some kind of paper trail. 


Martha gestured to the screens that lined the walls. "Your proof is right there. Take a closer look" 


He tore his gaze from the being before him and stepped up to the monitors. Calling Martha a "being" felt 
wrong to Julian. Whether she was from Earth or not, he reminded himself that one of the reasons his band 
was so popular was because of their acceptance of all walks of life. Martha deserved a better descriptor than 
"being" or "alien". To him, they were beginning to feel wrong for all of them were aliens in some way and all of 


them were in a form of being, whether that was conception, life, or death. 


Data and images scrolled across the curving walls and Julian tried to make sense of it all. There were 
photographs of him from when he was very young right up to the present moment. Reaching out he touched 
one. The image leapt from the screen and formed before him, hanging in mid-air like a hologram. It showed him 


standing at the crossroads of Pelham with the RV and post office behind him. He looked deep in thought, as 


though he'd been debating the existence of the universe. In reality, Julian knew that he'd been confused over 


the time that he'd lost while up on the hill. 


He discovered that the data screens worked much like his smart phone did. He could send pieces back to the 
walls by tossing them away and grabbing another with a mere touch. There were pages of documentation 
detailing the people who'd been a part of his life for the briefest of moments, people who'd shaped his opinions 
of what he'd see in the skies. He found the blueprints for the craft and the plans for its eternal space bound 
flight. Worryingly, he also discovered transcripts of long forgotten conversations with his family and loved ones. 


"You listened in on me," he murmured, his heart shattered. "You followed my every move for nearly forty 


year and all so that you could use me to help hide your biggest secret” 


"We had to," Martha replied. "Everything that you have said or done is of interest to us. We wanted to know 


how close to the truth you were and where we needed to step in to help direct you away from it" 


He continued to stare at the documents, his heart in his mouth as he read over the logs of his life. "You could 


have told me face to face." 
"How would we know that you'd follow what we asked of you?" 


"You wouldn't." Julian didn't turn from the screens. He wandered from one to another and took in as much as 
he could. The information and images scrolled so quickly that he wondered just how much of his life was 


stored at the base and how much more would be captured should he be released. 


"Exactly," she softly replied. "You are but human and fallible to failure. You follow your heart rather than your 
mind. Mistakes can be made, Julian, and we didn't want to risk it with you. Following the path that we did was 
far safer for all of us." 


Stopping before one of the monitors, Julian silently watched as images flickered by. Some he could make out, 
him on the beach as a child; him on stage later in life; him in the studio, alone, as he pieced together the first 
SR-4 album; him with his parents; him and Tyler opening the door to the home for the first time. 


He plucked two images from the screen and hung them in the air before him. One was the last photo that he'd 
had taken with his parents before his father passed on. They'd been on the shoreline of Puget Sound, 
mountains towering in the background and evergreen trees stretching for as far as the eye could see. He'd 
been in his mid-thirties and had just won the first of many awards for his music. After the awards ceremony, 
and the long tour that had preceded it, he'd decided to spend some time at home hence the trip to the water. 
His father was beginning to look gaunt but hadn't lost any of his boyhood wonder for the world around him. His 
mother, as always, looked radiant, happy that she was with her two favourite men Julian made a mental note 


to call her once he was back in the outside world. 


The second image was of Tyler and himself. At first glance it appeared to be a paparazzi image of them 
walking along Sunset Boulevard. They were looking at one another and laughing at something that one of them 
had said. The foreground of the photo was littered with the hood of a red car and a parking meter almost as 


though the photographer had been lying in wait for them and didn't want to be spotted. Julian could see the 
sparkle in Tyler's eyes and could almost hear the way that he roared with laughter. One of the things that 
Julian loved so much about Tyler was his ability to laugh at anything and everything. And he laughed so easily. 
He only had to hear one of Julian's bad jokes, one that he'd no doubt heard a million times before, and double 
over with laughter. The photograph was another stark reminder of home, one that hit him straight in the 
heart. 


"| have to leave," he whispered. 
Behind him, he heard Martha reply, "You will but only once we have corrected you." 


"But how? What correction do | need? Surely I've now learned that I'm dabbling in things that | shouldn't and 


that | need to steer well clear of them." 
"We need to cover the tracks that you've created and erase this current timeline." 


He turned and looked at Martha. She remained in the centre of the room, her delicate hands clasped before 
her and her eyes seemingly filled with saddened compassion. Julian took a moment to study her and, in doing 
so, noticed a tribal tattoo that ran the length of her leg. In his years of studying UFOs and extraterrestrials 


he'd never heard of any of them having body art. Tattoos seemed to remain the preserve of the human race. 
"Timeline?" he questioned. 


She nodded. "Yes. In going to Pelham you changed the current narrative and we need to work on changing it 
back. The memories of what you saw need to be erased. In time you will remember nothing, not even your 
time here in Dulce." 


The atmosphere in the room was icy cold. Julian knew there would be no reasoning and no arguing. Nothing he 
could say or do would get anyone to change their minds. He'd been deceived and had broken rules that he'd 
known nothing about and the time had come for him to pay the price. With his heart in his throat, Julian 
nodded. 


"Okay, do whatever you have to do so that | can go home." 


Martha looked at him before lifting her gaze to a point above his shoulder. As his arms were once more pulled 
behind him, Julian allowed himself to take in the beauty of the being in the room in the hope that he'd be able 


to recall some kind of detail once he was free. 


The image that stared back at him looked haggard and weary. Bags hung beneath his eyes and his hair was 
lank and knotted. There appeared to be more grey among his beard than there had been a few days previously 
and his eyes looked haunted. His body didn't feel like his own and Julian could feel his last scrap of willpower 


fading away. The fight was over, at least for him, and he needed to admit defeat and allow the people of Dulce 
Base to do what they needed. 


Once he'd showered, Julian lay on the paper-thin bed and strained to hear the conversations that he knew 
were happening around the base. He imagined them travelling along air ducts and pipework, whispered words and 
secretive plans to take over the world or suppress important information. Rumours of Dulce had abounded for 
years, its story told by a handful of people. None of them were believed and, if they were, it was by a clique 
of people who were deemed as crazy as they were. And that was just the way that Dulce base had wanted it. 
Yet he was there, hidden in the bowels of the subterranean world with his loved ones believing that he was 


dead. 
Why did you beleve them? 


The words didn't come along an air duct nor through the opening of the shower-head. Instead they formed in 
his mind like the whisper of a ghost. 


Governments and organisations lie and this one is no different. 


Julian looked around the well lit room and found himself to be alone. As he glanced at the door a figure stepped 
though it as though it wasn't there and moved to stand at the end of the bed. They were tall and slender with 
the familiar oversized head and large oval eyes. They cradled a cat in their willowy arms and Julian couldn't 


help but smile. 
"Dulce!" 


The grey cat jumped from the being's arms and was curled up against Julian in a heartbeat. Deep purrs 


soothed his exhausted body. 


Julian felt no fear as he stared up at the alien. Just like the others that he'd seen, it was as real as day and 
the feeling that Julian got was one of love rather than fear. The aliens didn't want to harm or destroy them. 
Rather they wanted to protect the childlike humans of Earth as they evolved through violence and into a 


peaceful population. 

You believed and then you did not based on the words of a few people. Everything that you have experienced is 
real. The craft that you see belongs to us and has been following you since your childhood What they know about 
you is based on things that you said and their educated guesses. Nothing more. 

With the cat in his lap, Julian inched along the bed. "But they were watching me." 


They may have been watching but that does not mean that they know about you. Just your whereabouts and 
personal habits. 


"They knew things about me," Julian countered. 


Hearing that voice in his head was unnerving but not unexpected He knew from is own experiences in Pelham 
and from stories that others had told him that communication between humans and beings from other worlds 


came in a different form to what he was used to. 


All information that you had previously given out of our own free will They've been cold reading you and, in 


return, you've given them all that you know. 


Julian sighed and lowered his head. He felt as though he was living inside of a dream, unsure of what was up 


and what was down. Bamboozled at every turn, he was fighting to understand who he could trust and who was 


lying. 
‘lm sorry," he murmured. 


Its okay. You have caused no harm other than to your own pride. But you do realise that you now have a voice 


fo free the prisoners of Pelham? 
He nodded and reached out to stroke Dulce's thick fur. "I do." 


You may not believe it but everything happens for a reason Every event is divinely timed by the universe. You 
may choose fo miss these events because of certain circumstances but eventually they will refum to teach you a 


lesson that you need to learn. Pelham was one of your timed events. 


With his hand resting on Dulce's back, Julian looked up into the alien's endless eyes. There was a question that 
he wanted to ask and, while he suspected that he knew the answer, he also wanted some validation. "What did | 


need to learn?" 


You are a good man but sometimes you put the needs of others aside because you fear the risk fo your 
reputation You have helped others from afar through letters and emails but you rarely reach out on the physical 
realm unless you believe that it will help you in some way. Pelham came to teach you that it is okay to be vocal 
and to tight for those who need help. 


Julian opened his mouth to protest but stopped himself when he realised that the being at the foot of the bed 
was correct. For so long he'd hidden himself behind the persona that had been created to hide the real Julian 
Bell. It was a persona that was happy to be alive and adored being on the stage. At times it did reach out to 
others but only through means that meant that he didn't have to speak to them face to face. Letters, emails 


and social media had become routine for him, allowing him to keep up the image that he wanted to project to 


the world. 


In reality, the actual Julian Bell wasn't much different from the Julian that people saw on stage or took their 
photograph with. He was happy and adored the attention that his job afforded him. But behind closed doors 
Julian allowed himself to drift off along unbeaten paths and down rabbit holes that the fans of his band would 


consider too eclectic and weird to even dream of touching. They would leave if they knew of Julian Bell's other 


side and SR-4I would crash and burn. People wanted someone that they could relate to and a personality that 
they could buy into and he'd given it to them in a single package. To the fans, he was "that dude", the one that 
the guys would go drinking with and that the girls would go on a date with. He was everything and, at the 
same time, he was nothing. The stories of the lights that followed him had been the little bit of his real self to 
escape and the fans had learned to drink up those crazy night-time stories. So the alien was right, it was time 


for him to let go of the reins a little and allow the outside world to see more of the real Julian Bell. 

Do you remember why you created your on stage persona? 

Despite the answer being buried deep inside of him, Julian knew that it was one that he had to face. 
Everything in his current life linked back to those original tumultuous days in Hollywood when he'd stood in an 
agent's office and numbly dropped his pants. The real him, the one that only a handful of people ever saw, had 
been locked away in order for him to play a game of cat and mouse with those who would place him among 
the stars. 

"Yes," he softly replied, "I do." 

What you experienced does not define you and says far more about them than it does about you. You have grown 
strong and walked away from those who caused you such terrible pain and heartbreak. Yet what you have 
experienced in this life has given you the fools to be able to speak out for those who currently have no voice. 
They are not suffering in the same way that you did but they have been silenced since the [770s and need 


someone who has the strength and courage fo take a stand on their behalf: That someone is you, Julian. 


He was beginning to feel like one of those nodding dog toys. But he still had to agree with the alien Life was full 


of chapters and Julian realised that he was seeing the close of one period and the beginning of another. 
Once you leave here, you will get one chance to speak about Pelham. 


The weight of the situation rested heavily on his shoulders. He would leave Dulce and return to his life but 


only under the provision that he helped to free those held in Tennessee. 


Scooping the cat into his lap, Julian bent to press a kiss to his feline friend's head. He looked back to the alien 


and took in how calm it seemed. 

"How will | know when to talk?" he asked. 
You will know. 

"Gut feeling?" 

Yes 


Julian paused. He was dumbfounded that, after so many years of searching, he found himself in the presence 


of such a creature. For so long they had been mere myths but now he found himself walking among them and 
listening to their wisdom. Julian felt humbled that he'd been chosen. Yet he couldn't understand why. There 
were others in the world who would be bettre suited to spreading the message that the aliens had given him. 
"Why me?" he finally asked. 


The alien was silent for a moment before the words appeared in Julian's mind. 


Because you are one of us. 


